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By the author of “BUFFALO BILL.” 


CHAPTER I. 
THE DOG DETECTIVE. 


The scene was a peculiar one. 
Five men were crouching in the midst of a pine forest 


near one of the Northwestern forts. 


In their midst was a huge dog—a bloodhound with 


deep jaws and long overhanging ears. 


the leader of the group of men is a familiar figure 


are) (through all the length and breadth of America. 


Buffalo Bill, chief of scouts, was on a secret mission 
\with a band of five of his most reliable and experienced 
bordermen. 

A robbery had been committed in a mining camp near- 
by. : 

Two men, tenderfeet, from the East, who be come to 
the country a year before, had struck it rich, stakifi¢ out 
a very fine claim on their first venture, and had been 


killed and robbed. 


Dave Smith and Sam Jones—those were the names 
iven. by the two men on the frontier, although the 


> 
®& 


probability is that in the East they were known by other 
names—had worked hard for a full year at their rich 
claim. 3 

Every day, from morning to night, they had plied the 
pick and shovel industriously, and as time grew on the 
bags of buckskin, in which they kept their gold dust in 
their little cabin, increased in weight. 

They had just decided that they had gathered together 
enough gold to enable them to go East again and open 
negotiations for the sale of their mine to some capitalist 
when the robbery and murder occurred. 

Their cabin was broken into, both men were killed—one. 
shot through the head and the other stabbed to the heart. 
—and the bags of gold dust were taken away. 

It was evident to those who discovered the murdered 
men that Dave Smith, the one of them who had been 
stabbed, had not died without a struggle. 

His garments were torn and disarranged, and in one 
hand, clasped in a death grip, was a piece of rough 
cloth which he had evidently torn in his dying struggle 
from the coat.of his assailant. 
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Buffalo Bill was one of the first to ‘enter the cabin 


after the discovery of the murder. | 
He had been acquainted with both men, and his coun- 
tenance grew grave and stern as he looked upon their 
dead forms. 
Taking the piece of torn cloth from the hanes of the 
dead Dave Smith; he hurried from the cabin. 


An hour later he was at the head of a board of picked 


scouts. 

In their midst was a huge bloodhound—a dog that had 
once been presented to the scout by a boy sagiie whom 
he had defended. | 


_ Death Grip was the dog’s name, and his grip pcan 3 


death to any one upon whom it was fastened. 

The hound had been given the piece of cloth to smell, 
and then taken to the cabin of the murdered men. The 
scent was still hot, for, with a low whine of delight, the 
great beast started straight across the prairie closely fol- 
Jowed by the scouts. 

‘Mile after mile the hound ran on until at length Buf- 
falo Bill and his party entered a tract of country pattly 
covered with pine forests. 

The dog went more slowly now, and at leneth stopped 
ior a moment. 

The scouts dropped from their horses and looked for- 
ward through the trees. 

There was a faint glimmer of yellow ight to be seen 
in the darkness, for night: had come on while the party 
were still on the trail. 

The dog, followed by Buffalo Bill on foot, went. aewy 
Soe 

' There in a little clearing was a man working by the 
light of a lantern. 4 

Digging a hole in the ground with pick-ax and shovel. 

In a moment the bloodhound was at his throat, and 
the man was borne to earth. | 

The scouts ran forward with cries of horror and 
dragged the animal from his prey, but before they had 
succeeded the man was dead—whether from fright at the 
sudden attack of the hound or from the terrible grip 
that the dog had fastened on his throat no one could tell. 


He had merited his fate, however, for the man was. 


clearly the murderer of Dave Smith and Sam Jones. 


The bags of gold dust which he had stolen lay on the 
ground beside him, and he had been digging a hole to 
bury them in when he had been caught in the act. 


The scouts seized upon the pick and shovel and soon 
the murderer was buried in the grave he himself had 
started to dig. 


Then gathering up the bags of gold dust, which were 
to be sent to the relatives of the dead men in the East, 
the party started back to the fort. 

Buffalo Bill had accomplished a disagr eeable task. It 


was the ast Me was to do in that part of the country 
for some time, for on his return to the fort he found a 
ietter which necessitated his going to the Mexican fron- 
tier. 





CHAPTER II. 
WILD KID, THE TERROR. 


“They mean mischief from their actions, for they. seem | 
to be preparing to ambush some one. [I'll get a closer 
look at them, for I suspect that they are some of the band | 
of the Rio Grande Roughs.” : 

The speaker was a youth of about phénen. with a fine | 
physique and a face that was a study, so much wAs there 
‘in it of deviltry, indomitable pluck and recklessness. 

It was a clear-cut, handsome face, scorched brown by. 
the Southern sun, but illumined by eyes that were large, 
lustrous and full of expression. | 

Looking alone at the eyes, one would say that the 
youth possessed a noble nature, but in the reckless ex-» 
pression of the mouth, with its cynical smile, young as, 
he was, something that contradicted the look, almost pa-| 
thetic, which haunted the upper part of his face. 

His dress was an odd mixture, but picturesque, for he. 
wore fringed buckskin leggings stuck in the tops of! 
high-heeled boots, on which were ringing spurs; a redi 
silk shirt, black scarf knotted sailor fashion under the 
broad collar, and a velvet Mexican jacket, profusely or- 
‘namented with buttons, while his hat was an embroidered’ 
sombrero. 

His hair was dark, worn long, but scrupulously well 

cared for, and he was armed with an ugly- toning knife. 
and pair of revolvers. 

Apparently having just dakeaal from an afternoon) 
siesta, he had risen from a handsome serape spread upon’ 
the ground beneath the shade of the live oak tree, when. 
his eyes had fallen upon three horsemen halting a mile. 
away, just where a trail across the prairie entered the 
hills. ' 

Upon a lofty range himself, he looked down upon the 
three riders, and having decided by their suspicious ac- 
tions that they were intending mischief, he gathered uf 
his serape and was turning away, when his vision restec 
upon a horse and rider coming across the prairie at é 
canter, and following the trail which led to where th 
trio the youth was watching were now in ambush. i 

At sight of the lone rider coming across the prairie,’ 
the youth started, uttered a, surprised exclamation, and 
bounded back over the ridge. ‘i 

A short distance down the slope was a spring and a 
plot of meadow land, where the grass grew luxuriantlyt 
and here a pony was staked out. , 

OF the Mardy and fleet race of, Texas ponies, this on 





possessed ietennidineeiia good Sane Sor he was as 
clean-limbed as a thoroughbred racer, and had indications 
of being very fleet and enduring. 

Lying near were a handsome silver-mounted saddle and 
bridle, much lighter than was the customary equipments 
of that kind, and a long lariat hung to the saddle horn. 

Quickly the pony was bridled and saddled, the serape 


rolled up tightly and suapree toythe cantle, and the youth 


- was ready to mount, 
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‘| speed. 
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But before doing so he took his lariat from the horn, 
saw that the coils were not entangled, and then looked 
carefully to his weapons. | 

- Mounting, he showed that his carriage in the saddle 


. was perfect—that he was at home there. 


As he turned his pony down the slope in a direction 


that would bring him around the range toward where he 


had seen the three horsemen dismount and go into am- 
bush, where the trail entered the hills, he muttered : 

“Now, Lucifer, you have got to make two miles.to an- 
ther’s one, for I am needed over OH and you must 
get me there.” 

Then, while a look a intense sedtelpatese passed over 
his young face, he continued : 

“Tf I count odds now, then I am not the daring devi! 


4-men call me; but I ane Wild Kid, the Terror, and must 
‘} keep up his reputation.” 


_ With this, having reached the valley, he put spurs to 
Lucifer and went flying along the trail at a tremendous 


CHAPTER ‘III. 
CAUGHT IN THE COILS. 


There was no more beautiful girl in the ranchlands of 
| Texas than was Marie Brasher, daughter of one of the 
‘richest cattlemen along the Rio Grande. 

Where other ranchers had cattle and horses by the 








‘hundreds, Major Donald Brasher owned them by the 
‘thousands. 


Where the homes of other ranchers were = comes eis 


. the major’s. was luxurious, at least, for that far, wild 
_dand of the frontier. | 


Where the daughters of other ranchers were pretty, 


{Marie Brasher was beautiful and accomplished, and 
feasily won the title of “Belle Marie,’ and of “Lady 
' Beauty, of Idlerest Ranch.” 


To one who saw “Belle Marie” as sie was cantering 


| 
along over the prairie, mounted upon a beautiful black 
_mare, that arched her neck proudly, as though conscious 


that she bore the loveliest girl among the ranches, she 


“would indeed have been considered beautiful both in face, 
| form and carriage. 
| She wore a becoming riding-habit of blue, trimmed 


t 
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ee : 


large and expressive. 


- 


ane wives Hace oad Pedi a light, cubroadared som- 


brero with a long black plume, while her saddle and bridle 
were worth a small fortune. 

A lariat hung at one saddle-horn, ana ina holster upon | 
the other side was a revolver. 

Her face was cast in a perfect mold, fer eyes Heli 
Her hair hung in two heavy 
braids down upon the saddle housing, and was tied with 
a blue ribbon. 

On went her pretty mare in a swinging lope. The ex- 
pression of the young equestrienne’s face was earnest 
and anxious, as though she was bent upon some special 
mission. 

“Father would be angry, I know, if he ascertained that 
I went to Wild Kid’s cabin to see him; but would [ 
be doing right to resist his urgent call to come to him, 
now that he is wounded and perhaps may die? 

“No: I'll take the consequences, for I have not for- 
gotten that he risked his life to save mine the day the 
Indians shot my pony and raided the trails. 

“T’ll try and get back before nightfall, but if 1 do not 
I will frankly tell father where I have been.” 

She had now reached a part of the trail where it 
wound from the prairie into the hill country, and drew 
her horse down to a walk. ; 

Ahead a few hundred yards was a cut through which 
the trail ran, the ridge on either side covered with small 
trees. 

“T am not suspicious, but I do dread passing iarengn 
Death Pass, especially alone, for so many times have men 
lost their lives there. I can see half a dozen graves 
yonder now,” and she glanced to the left, where was a 
little vale. | 

In full view were a patiber of those little mounds, 
never to be mistaken, and about which a weird interest 
ever hovers, even to the most callous observer. 

As she rode into the cut, the banks of which were now 
fifteen feet in height, there suddenly shot out into the 


‘air three small, dark clouds. 


They were coils of lassoes, which, aimed true, and 
spreading out as they flew forward, settled down upon 
their victims, for the horse was caught in two, the maiden 
in the third noose. 

With a sort of fright the animal had pliinged forward, 
to be brought up with a grip that could not be shaken 
off, while the coil settling over the shoulders of Marie 
Brasher, had pinioned her arms close to her side. 

A startled, indignant cry broke from the girl’s lips, 
and her face paled as she glanced upon the banks to 
see who had thus captured her. | 

Three forms instantly sprang into view, and two of 
them, slipping down into the cut, seized her horse and 


> 
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quickly slipped the fair rider’s revolver from ith hobbies 

to thus disarm her. | | 
“How dare you seize me?” cried the indignant girl, 

as she glanced from one to the other of her captors, seem- 

ing to realize as she did so that she was in merciless 


hands. 


ivr 


“Gold is the reason, for we were paid to catch you, 


39 


Lady Beauty, and we've earned our pay,” answered one 
of the men, whose face Marie could not see, for all three 
wore red handkerchiefs tied over their heads, with holes 
cut through for the eyes. | 

“You are some of the lawless gang abotit El Monte, 
I know, but who is the master you serve?” 

“That our master, as you eall the one who pays us, 
will or wil! not make known to you as he pleases; but 
now, you go with us, Lady Beauty, and it will be a Jong, 
hard trail I take.” | 

The words were prophetic, for, as he ceased speaking, 
a bullet crashed through his brain and he started upon 
the long, hard trail of death! 
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CHAPTER IV. 
WILD KID CHIPS IN. 


“Hold ’em under sight, pards! 
ralled! Ill drop down!” — 

These words followed the shot from the banks on the 
right, and down into the cut came’ a human form, catch- 
ing upon his feet as nimbly as a cat, and with a revolver 
in each hand. 

At the first shot. and the fall of their leader, the two 
others, hearing the words which indicated that others 


We've got ‘em cor- 


were above, had dashed through the cut with the speed 


of deer, firing, but at random, as they ran. 

The one who had dropped into the cut was the youth 
who had been taking an afternoon siesta on the’ mountain, 
an hour before, and from his point of lookout had seen 
the three men go into ambush. 


His handsome face was lighted up with an angry flash 


in his eyes, and his reckless mouth indicated that he was 
there to take all chances with the odds against him. 
Released from the grasp of the men upon her bridle 
rein, the spirited and frightened horse of the-young girl 
darted forward with a. bound, but the severe Texas bit 
was drawn upon hard, and the animal, thus reined to a 


halt, wheeled about, and, on a run, passed the Spor where | 


the youth stood. , 

“T guess she’s frightened of me, too, though she 
oughtn’t to be,” muttered Wild Kid, as he saw the horse 
bound away with its fair rider, and a’ bitter smile passed 
over his face. 
But, with a smile, he turned to sie) fallen desperado, 


-what do you think was their motive in seizing me, Bud?’’) 
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and, bending: over him, snatched the handkerchief from 


his face that had served as a mask. 

As he did so he saw that Marie Brasher was coming 
back, and turned to meet her, his face lighting up with 
pleasure as he courteously raised his sombrero. 

“Bud Poisal, I believe you thought I had deserted you, - 


but it was my mare’s fault, for she nearly ran off with | 
me, she was so frightened.” 


“And you were not frightened, Lady Beauty, though 
they had you in a close place?” | 
‘Indeed I was! But when I saw the man drop dead | 


by my side, from your shot, and recognized you, | forgot | 


rny fear. See, I have their three lariats,” and she pointed _ 
to the trio of ropes, one about herself, the other two \ 
around the mare’s neck. | 

“Well, this fellow will not need a rope again, and the | 
other two will get theirs yet—around their necks, for I 
think I know them, though I will wrong no man by | 
uecusing him until I am sure, Lady Beauty.” 


‘Tl have seen that man before, Bud,” said Marie, gaz-te 


ing down into the upturned face. © 
“He is coyote food now, Lady Beauty, but he was El) 
Monte Ed, who was one of the worst toughs about El 
Monte, and that is saying a great deal.” : 
“Ves, I have heard of him, and seen him, too. But, 





“To make your father pay big to get you back, maybe; 
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| 


or, perhaps, to kidnap you for one of your many er | 


Lady Beauty,” and the last words were uttered half in 
earnest, half in a joking tone. 

“These are not the days, Bud Poisal, when a man wins. 
a lady’s love by force, but rather by deeds of nobleness 
and daring. But now, let me thank you for your gallant. 
rescue of me, Bud, and at the risk of your own life, for 
you took no count of the odds against you.” 


“Would I be half a man if I didn’t do so, when you 
needed my aid, Miss Marie?” he said, with an earnest- 
ness that caused Marie to quickly remark: 


“Do you know where I was going when they halted; 


| 


; 


3? 


me! . 
“For a run over the prairies r : ‘ 
“Il was going to see vets 


“To see me?” . 

“Ves. Half-Breed Jose came to the ranch early this 
morning and hung about until he saw me, when he tol¢ 
me that you had been dangerously wounded at El Monte, ' 
but had been taken to your cabin and begged that 
would come to see you. | 


“T could not refuse, Bud, owing you my life, as I did’ 


and knowing my father would be angry if he found out 


where I was going, I slipped away from home and _ 
on my way to your cabin when those three men held 
up, so now I know it was a plot to kidnap me.” 


3 


| 


~ 
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“You bet it was, Lady Beauty! And don’t you mind 
any more such calls, for I don’t intend to hand in my 
chips for many a long day, for something in my heart 
and brain tells me I will not. 

“Tl trail this plot to the end, and I only wish I had 
some good pard I could rely upon to help me, to be my 


friend, for, to all about here, I am only Wild Kid, the 


Terror, as you understand, and many think | ought to 
have cloven hoofs and horns, I’m so bad. But I don’t 
care what they thinky’ and he laughed recklessly. 


“T know that you are not what you are painted, Bud 


Poisal, though I do not doubt that you are wild and some- 
thing of a terror in your way. 

“Why not trust Dr. Delmar as your friend, roe he likes 
you and always speaks well of you: a 

The face of the youth flushed, and he said i ES 
“No, indeed, Lady Beauty, Not Duke Delmar! [ 
hate him; he is no friend of mine. But you had better 
ride back home, as your father will be angry with you 


for going out alone, and as I have-nosidea where those 


two men are, I’ll go with you a short distance. 

“The major will send out, I guess, and bury what’s 
left of El Monte here.” 

“Oh, yes; father will see to that,” and gathering up 
the lariats, searching the body, and telling Marie that he 
would meet her at the end of the cut, Wild Kid ciam- 
bered ‘up the steep bank, got his pony, waiting a short 
distance away, and, mounting, dashed on, to find that the 
young girl had come upon the horse of El Monte, the 
others having left him behind in their flight. 


ar eee 


CHAPTER Vv. V 
THE OLD MISSION. 


Wild Kid accompanied Marie Brasher within sight of 
Idierest Ranch, and then left her, declining her urgent 
invitation to go on with her and let her father and mother 
know that he had again served her so well. 

“No, Lady Beauty: your father and mother don’t like 
me, for they believe I am all bad, and I won’t go where 


Vm not wanted. | 
“Why, the major wouldn't let me join his company of 


Texas Rangers, and when I warned them of danger one 
night he said I knew more of the Comanches than an hon- 
est man ought to, and only went to the camp and told 
them of the Comanches lying in ambush for them to 
keep from being run out of the country. 

“Ves, lady, he even offered to pay me for saving you 
that time from the Indians, and that rade me mad 
clean through.” 

“T know that my father distrusts you, Wild Kid, as 


many others do; but I have faith in your good inten- . 


5 


tions, and hope some day you will show your enemies 
how wrong they were. . 

“Remember, I am your friend, and ever will be. 
Good-by.” 

She held out. her bead: which the sts erasieds and 
as he rode on his way, murmured to himself: 

“Now I’ve got more sense than to fall in love with a 
girl older than I am,,and so far above me—she, beauti- 


ful, accomplished, and an heiress, and Ia waif of the 


prairie, an outcast; but, something draws me to her in 
a way I cannot uriderstand, and J just vow she shall not 
be sacrificed to any one of half a dozen fellows 1 know 
her father would marry her to. | 

“No, indeed! She can’t marry a dead man, and it will 
come to that if one of those Ihave in mind is selected by 
the major, for she does not love any of ’em, I have reason 
to think, from what I saw one night. 

“Now I'll take the trail of those two men. from where 
thev ran off, and ascertain ae where it leads, and so 
learn what this raid means.’ 

With this he rode back to the scene of the tragedy, 
took up the trail of the two masked fugitives, and fol- 
lowed it at a canter over the prairie. 

In half a dozen‘ places efforts had been made by the 
two to cover up their tracks, but the young trailer lost. 
no time in searching for the trace where he lost it, for 
he seemed to know just where to go to pick it up again, 
and did so, skipping at times the distance of a mile. 

“I thought so,” he had to say. “They wish to give 
the idea that they are going to the Indian country, but 
they are not, for, as they came this way, they are bound 
for old Carlos Trego’s hacienda; so I'll go ret there, 
for it’s getting too dark to see the trail now, 


With this he urged his horse into a canter, and mile 


after mile kept the pace up across the great green plain. 


He seemed to know the country perfectly, and to have 
directed his course unerringly, for, after an hour’s ride; 
there loomed up before him a long, low structure, spread- 
ing over several acres of land. — ® 

There was: one building rising higher than the rest, 
and this proved to be a chapel. } 

Once the place had been an old Spanish mission, 
strongly built of stone and adobe, where the padres: of 
a century before had had their home. 

But now the old mission was but a ruin, and only one 
wing of it was occupied by a Spaniard, his wife, and 


-son, who owned a few cattle, tilled a score ot acres of 


land, with the aid of several peon servants, and dwelt 
there seemingly satisfied with their humble lot. 

Some said that old Carlos Trego was a Spanish noble, 
exiled for reasons which he kept to himself; but, whether 
true or not, he lived in the old mission, and was. never 
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seen in the settlements, his son, Juan, going after sup- 
plies when needed. 

Travelers visiting at the mission were always most 
hospitably treated, and the rangers, on their marches, 
found a welcome whenever they camped there. 

Wild Kid did not approach the mission from the two 
trails leading to it, pt toward a light that shone in one 
wing. 

He passed through the old burying-ground of the 
padres, and, as he rounded the wing, drew rein just be- 
neath the window from which shone the light. 

Rising to his feet in his saddle, he peered cautiously 
into the nafrow, open window, and as he did so, he 
heard a voice say sternly: | 

“T tell you that your guest is Buffalo Bill, the great 
scout, Senor Trego, and he has come to this country on 
a secret mission, of which I have been informed by let- 


ter, and you must do as I say—never allow him to leave 


this old ruin alive! Yes, this night he must die !” 





CHAPTER VI. 


FOREWARNED. 


Standing upright in his saddle, Wald Kid was able to | 


see all that was in the room into a he looked through 
the narrow window. 


Above him loomed the dark walls of the mission, and | 


around him were: the gravestones marking the resting 
place of many who had passed away generations before. 

The window looked out upon this grewsome abode of 
the dead, which was surrounded by a wall half crumbled 
down in places, and which Wild Kid’s pony had leaped, 
as his rider was determined to see in that window, and 
had an idea he would be high enough by standing up 
‘in his saddle to do so. 

Wild Kid thought he’ would like to: see just who was 
at the mission before he asked for shelter, for if there 
were two strangers there he did not doubt but that they 
were the intended kidnapers of Marie Brasher. 

As they were masked he could not see their faces, but 
he had noticed their general outline before he had fired 
upon their leader, and he had studied well the tracks of 


their horses, which he had also seen, before he sought. 


his position of attack. 

If those horses were in the corral, and two men answer- 
ing the description of those he had seen at the kidnaping 
were there, then he would not seek shelter in the mission 
that night, but lie in wait for them the next morning, 


and try and hold them up single-handed and, taking 


them back to the ranches, turn them over to the band 
of Texas Rangers; whose duty it was to protect ‘the 
scattering settlement from raiders across the Rio Grande, 
the Comanches and bad characters in general. 


But Wild Kid saw more than he had Se eiaated when — 
he looked through that open ‘window in the mission. 

He had heard more than he had expected to, when 
he listened to the threat to kill Buffalo Bill, a man of 
whom he had heard much, and who was his hero, but 
whom he had never seen. 

There were four men in the room, which was large 
and furnished only with a table and chairs. 

He recognized eld Senor Trego, gray, grizzled and 
stern looking, and sitting next to»-him was the man who. 
had uttered the dire threat against Buffalo Bill. 

Wild Kid knew this man well, as a hanger-on about 


the settlement town, as [*] Monte was called. 


He was called “Captain,” as it was said, upon his own. 
authority, that he had once been an army officer, and he 
had an erect, military bearing, but a face that was evils 
sinister and cruel. . 

His intimates called him “Panama,” and he was a des-} 
perate gambler and known to be a man-killer, for he had | 
established sucl#a reputation in El Monte and was greatly” 


feared. 


The other two men in the room were, Wild Kid was) 
sure, the game he was in search of. 

One was short, the other tall, and they were deésandy 
as the two kidnapers had been. 

They were unmasked, now, and the youth recognized! 
them as two more of El Monte’s tough citizens, known | 
as Mustang Matt and Half-Breed Jose. 

Nominally, they were cowboys, but they spent most of 
their time in gambling and idleness. 

The four men were within fifteen fect of the youth, 
some ten feet below him, and he could see them distinctly | 
and hear all that they said. 


Fortunately, a vine half obscured the window, erin 
shelter to his face as he peered through. i 
Like men who were cautious, from being in daily dan-| 
ger, the men talked in low tones, but each word W iid 


Kid heard. 


It was Panama who had wiadle the threat against Buf- | 
falo Bill, and in response Don Trego, as he was continu | 
ally called, asked: 

“Are you sure that he is alone, senor captain?” 

“Yes, for he always travels that way, for I know him 
well.” 

“Vou have-seen him before, then, senor?” 

“Do you see this scar on my forehead?” q 

“Yes, senor captain.” ) 

“Well, he gave me that, and he thought he had killed 
me, but I have as many lives as a cat and hold on well. 


“T tell you that he has come’ to Texas on a secret mis- . 


sion, and if we do not check his eareer right here, a num- 


ber of us will stretch hemp, for’ I can pick out scores of | 


, 


men who are now dodging the gallows in El Monte alone. | 


ee 
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“What crimes sent you hiding here, Don Trego, is 
none of my business, but I live here because I would die 


East, and Mustang Matt and Half-Breed Jose are about 


in my category. 

“But Buffalo Bill is Chief of Scouts up at the line of 
forts in the Northwest, and he has left them on a mis- 
sion which means death to more than one man in El 
Monte,” 





CHAPTER VII. 
THE PLOT-TO KILL. 


“Now, I got this letter by coach this morning, and it 
was just in time, for Buffalo Bill has traveled fast. 

“The letter is from a life-long pard, a soldier who is 
well trusted and a square man, but he owed me his life 
on more than one occasion, and he did not care to see me 
hang, so when he overheard that the scout was coming 


to El Monte he decided to find out all he could and warn 
ne. | 


“So he played eavesdropper, and heard enough to 
know that Buffalo Bill was on a special man-hunt. 


“I was not mentioned, for I am ee to be dead, 


but he warned me. 

“He heard Buffalo Bill go over with the general his 
intended trail to Texas, and the latter told him to stop 
here at this old mission one or two nights, and he might 
gleam some information about the El Monte settlement 
before going there. 

“So I came at once to post you, and blow my soul if 
the man is not here ahead of me, for when I saw him I 
could hardly believe my eyes, and lucky I am that he did 
not see me.’ 

“T never allow my ati to see each other until I know 
it is proper, senor captain,’ said the Don. 

eee are wise, Don; but tell me of Buffalo Bill’s com- 
ing.” 

“He came this afternoon, mounted upon a splendid 
animal, and with its match following with a pack saddle. 

“He told me he was on his way to El Monte, but 
wanted to rest a day or two, and gave his name as Fred 
Williams, a government courier.’ 

“Yes, his real name is William Frederick Cody, and 
he has twisted his Christian names to suit, for he dared 
not let it be known that he was Buffalo Bill; but I’ know 
him, and forewarned is being forearmed, as he shall know 
to his cost.” A 

“I am to consider, senor captain, what you say about 
the general telling him to stop here, at my mission. 


“It must be General Carr, who commanded this dis- 


trict some years ago, and knows of me and the mission, 
and so it would be bad for his courier to meet his death 


> here,” 


| Si 
“Bah! he has come here through an Indian country, 


and who could follow his trail after a couple of days? 
“Who would know that he ever reached here? 


“T tell you, Don, you are as deep in the mire as the 


rest gf us, and when I got my soldier friend’s letter, I 
came at once to you. 

_“T was sure that with your aid, and your son Juan’ S, 
we could easily cut short the career of Buffalo Bill; but 


here I find Mustang Matt and Half-Breed Jose, two more 


to aid us, for they are of our kind, and so I say down 
the scout this very night. 

“He’s got money, which goes to you, Don, his horses 
and traps Matt ane Jose can have to 2 SM, and J claim only 
his life. 


“Now, Don Trego, do you intend to desert a pard in. 


need °” 

“Y’m not that kind, senor captain, but this man, Fred 
Williams, as he called himself to me, came here to claim 
my hospitality. | 

“You say he is a man-hunter, and will kill you, and 
others, at El] Monte. ay 

“Self-preservation is the first law of nature, so as you 
know that he is going there, you will be prepared for him 
and can fight him, for all know what you are.” 

“And you show your ignorance by not knowing what 
and who Buffalo Bill is. 

“Why, that man carries a charmed-life, and no one 
dare face him, hoping to be on equal terms, for he is 
quicker than lightning, his aim is as true as death, and 
he is wholly devoid of fear. 

“No; trap him, and we can kill him, but attempt to 
face him and we will die, and he will go on his way 
serenely. 

“He is here in your home, and Matt and Se here will 


help me, so you can stand aloof and let us do the work. 


“Only tell us where you put him for the night, and 
we'll do the rest.” 
“Senor, I obey... He is at his supper, now, but he 


will sleep in the little meeting room off the old chapel, 


for there is where I put strangers. 

“The river runs under the window, just outside of the 
wall, and a body dropped into it would be quickly car- 
ried away. 

“You know the old mission well, senor panies 
make yourself at home, and with Senors Matt and Jose, 
breakfast with us, for I suppose the stranger will not be 
here.” 

“No, he will not.” = | 

“Spread your serapes here, if you wish te sleep, and 
Juan will care for aya POTSRB: (i) cd tack 

“Good-night, senors,” and Don Carlos Trego left the 
room, and Panama and his pards weft on planning just 
how they would cut short the career of Buffalo Bill. _ 


CHAPTER VIL «007 
BUFFALO BILL, | 


‘It was an hotr before sunset when a horseman rode 
up to the gate of the ruined mission, where Don Trego 
made his home, amid the memories and the graves of by- 
gone gener ations. | 

He was splendidly mounted, thoroughly equipped, had 
a repeating rifle, revolvers and bowie, with a pack hors 
trotting obediently along behind him, and carrying a well. 
stocked pack saddle, apparently for a long journey. 

The horseman was one who could not go unnoticed 
anywhere, for he was tall and possessed an athletic and 


graceful form, while his dress partook of the frontiers- 
man, with the top ‘boots, buckskin leggin gs, hunting 
\ 


shirt and broad-brimmed sombrero. 

The face of the horseman was one to command instant 
respect and admiration, for, added to its beimg a hand- 
some one in a marked degree, it was stamped with in- 
domitable plick, character and will, while his manner of 
addressing Carlos Trego, who met him at the massive 
doors leading into the plaza of the mission, was gentle 
and courteous. 


“Senor, do you speak English, for I have little faith. 


in my Spanish?’ he said, with a smile, recogn izing at a 
glance that if the Don was an American he was of Span- 
ish or Mexican birth. 

‘T speak English, and would know how J could serve 
the senor?’ 

“Ts this the old Mission del Monte?” 

“Tt is, senor, what is left of it.” 
SASS was told by army officers who knew of its hospitality, 
if I came here and: found Don Carlos Trego still the 
ranchero, I would receive good treatment at his hands, 
and 1 desire to rest for a day or two,after a long journey, 


and before continuing on to El Monte, the settlement some 


forty miles south of here, I believe.” 

“Vour friends told you the truth, senor, for [ have a 
good garden, fruit trees, domestic fow!, with a well-sup- 
plied larder, and game - for the shooting a for the catch- 


ing. 
“You are welcome; but may [ ask the senor’s name! sh 


“Frederick Williams, and army courier is my present 


occupation. 
“T thank you, senor, and will look myself to my horses.” 
The stranger was shown where he could place his sad- 
dle and pack, in his room, one connected with the old 
chapel, and then led his horsés to a bit of meadowland 
on the stream, where he staked them out. 


He found hiseroom more like a prison than a chamber, 
but there was a ‘cot, table and chair there, and he had no 
reason to complain. 

_A youth of twenty, with a dark, handsome face, was 


having heard the orders given Juan, the stranger thought 


the peon servants ready to wait upon them. 


saying that the Don was away with the ca 


strange horseman, giving his name as Fred Williams, was | 
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called by the Don and told to go off and catch some fish 
and kill a deer for supper, and then the Don showed the 
stranger through the old ruin. he scemning much interest cd & 
ini 1. 

After looking it over the stranger decided that but six 
persons dwelt in a structure that at one time must have | 
accommodated half a thousand, and these half dozen were | 
the Don, Juan, his son; and his wife, a woman of forty, 
with a face that held the traces of former beauty and re- 
finement, and with eyes in which lurked a world of mean- ” 
Ing. 

She canned: inpressed with the handsome stranger, and 
at once set the peon of servants, a man and-a womian, to | 
work preparing supper, the sixth dweller there, also a 
peon, guarc ing at the time a small herd of cattie and 
ponies down in the meadow lands. 

- With a glance at the garden, the domestic fowls, and 





his chances for.a tempting) supper were excellent, and 
went to his little room to look over his traps, as Don Car- 
los received a signal that other visitors were conung. 
‘They were two horsemen, and the stranger, observing 
them at a distance, saw them engage in excited con- 
versation with the Don, who led them away out of sight. 
Soon after another arrival came, and he also was seetY - 
to hold an earnest conversation with the Don, and was: 
led away toward the living rooms of the family. 
But when night fell and the stranger was called-by Juan } 
to supper, he was surprised to see none of the other ar- 
rivals there. 
He saw the senora, who appeared to have dressed up 


for his especial benefit, and Juan was there, with two of 

But the Don and the three men whom he had scen ar- 
rive were not there. 

The absence of the former was explained by the senora 
ttle, but nothing | 
was said of the others. 

This isa miyst -erious housel: old, and I must keep mv’ 


eves open,” muttered the stranger. 





But the food set before him was of the best, from the ¥ 
coffee and hot biscuit to the broile@? venison, bacon and 


eggs, and he ate heartily, enjoying ever ything, and asking 
many questions about the surrounding country and its 
people, little dreaming that in an old isolated wing of the 


ruin four men were then plotting-to kill him, for. the 


none other than W. F. Cody, Buffalo Bill, sent on a secret 
mission of desperate danger down into the danger land 
bordering the Rio Grande in the Lone Star State. 


' { 
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CHAPTER Pa 
THE USE OF A LASSO. 
** Wild Kid had heard enough. | . 
He cautiously lowered himself from his standing posi- 


tion in the saddle, dismounted, and led his horse silently 
away through the old burying-ground to the shelter of 


some mesquite trees a few hundred yards distant, grow- 


ing near the bank of the river. 

‘There was good grazing there, and’ in a sheltered spot 
the pony was staked out. 

Then, with his lariat in hand, for Wild Kid was an ex- 
pert in its use, and would have as soon left his belt of 
arms behind as it, he made his way back under = walls 
of the old nission. 

“I must save that splendid man I have heard so much 
about. 3 
“Tf I'can’t, why, then, | know who will be the ones to 

hang.” 
With this brave determination in his ita, he skirted 
“around the walls, looking for some place where he could 
enter. : 


He well knew the dan eet he ran, for Don ekg had a 


pack of the largest and most ferecious dogs in the coun- 
try, five of them, and they were turned loose in the 
pone: about the 1 mission at night when the asily 4 re- 
tired. | 

With several strangers there that night, Wild Kid 
hoped they would be kept in’ their pen until late, but at any 
rate he-would talge all chances. 

The outer wails here and there had crumbled half 
down, but the inner inclosure about the mission proper, 
the plaza, garden and canal, had been well kept up. 

Getting within the outer wall, Wild Kid searched in 
vain for a break. 
teen feet in height, while no tree had been allowed to 
grow alongside of it. 

But Wild Kid suddeniy paused and glanced upward. 

He was not looking at the stars, however. 

Standing under the shadow of the rear of the chapel, 
| his eyes had fallen upon the stone cross upon the apex of 
| the roof. 

It was nearly forty feet above him, but his ingenious 
mind had hit upon a way to get into the mission yard. 

He would depend upon his lariat. | 

In a word, he would lasso the cross. 

Stepping backward, he measured the distance critic- 
aliy, then swung his lariat around:and around his head 
and launched it upward. | 

It did not go up to the cross. 

Throwing a lasso upward was harder than in a straight 
line on.a level, he found. 

Again he made the throw. 





The wall had been built for safety, and was all of fil-, 


The coil fell with a Heavy thud, which he feared would 
be heard within the liviig wing of the mission, a hundred 
yards away. : 7 

Again he threw and failed. 

But he was not discouraged, a tnought came to him, 
and he darted away. 

At the river bank’ he halted, and he dropped the ieee 
lariat into the water to make it heavier. 

Then he returned and made another throw. 

He nearly reached the cross this time. 

A second time he threw, but it did not quite reach. 

With all his might he threw it a third time, but it hit 


the base of the cross. 


He needed about five feet more to encircle the top with 


| the noose. 


Again he darted away. 
But within ten minutes he was back again, leading his 


pony. 


Placing himself in position, he went Sons to work to 
see if the extra height of some six feet would not help 
him reach the goal. 

But could he throw upward from his sage as from the 
ground? 

That was the question that bothered Him. i 

But soon he was ready, and with a strong, ‘effort the - 


‘coil went sailing upward. 


It struck the cross fairly, but two feet below the top. 

Again he tried, and this time it went over one arm of 
the cross and hung there. x 

But, drawing upon it, Wild Kid found that the noose 
had not caught. 

Nerving himself for another effort, he 
launched the lariat toward the cross. 

The stars shone brightly, and he could see fairly all, 

Eagerly he watched the dark coil in its flight, saw it © 
soar above the cross, hover there an instant, and settle 
down. } 

He gave the lariat a slight pull. 

It held. 

Then he pulled hard, and it remained fast. 

He had been successful at last. 


once more 


a 





CHAPTER X. 
IN LIGHT AND SHADOW. 


Wild Kid could hardly restrain a shout of triumph as 
he felt that he had been successful in his effort to lasso the 
cross. : 

But he wisely forbode from doing SO, and rode his 
pony back to his grazing ground. 

He was soon back again under the shadow of the 
chapel, and, grasping thg lariat firmly, swung his weight 
upon it. ° | one 


¥ 


(£0 
‘Te held firm. 


Then he took off his boats: and tied . them about his 
Waist, 


His next move was to seize the lasso firmly id begin © 


to walk up the chapel wall. | 
The idea struck him that he might si the stone cross 
over on top of him, but he grimly muttered: 
“T guess it would bury me and give me a oe stoRe all 
‘in oie. But PH take the chances.” 
' Soon he reached the cross and caught his feet upon the 
apex of the roof. 


There he stood a while to rest, one arm clinging around | 


the cross, | 
With his hard efforts in throwing the lariat and his 

climb, he was tired, tough as a pine knot though he was. 

‘But he soon was rested, and, drawing up the oe be- 
gan to let himself down the steep roof. | 

Reaching the edge, he saw a light streaming out of an 
open door beneath him. ‘ ¢. 

It must be from the chanel room which had been | a en 
to Buffalo Bill, he though. | 

But he must make no niistake. | Ae 

It would not do to find that. it was a room. dccupiedsby 
Panama or the two men he had tracked there. 


The dogs might have been turned loose, but he must 


risk that. 
So he climbed up the roof agai and went down the 


other side. 

All was dark there. 

But the lasso was long enough to reach the ground, 
and so he lowered himself. 
’ Arranging, the end, in case he came back to it in a run, 
he slipped cautiously along the wall of the chapel, came 
around in front, halted under the shadow of the tower 
for a moment, and looked about to get his bearings. 


He soon discovered that he was in one end of the large 
plaza, the chapel standing aloof irom the mission house 
proper. | : 

To his right, a hundred yards, was the main entrance, 
in front of him, across the plaza, was the night corral for 
the horses ‘and cattle, and to the lett he saw a light shin- 
ing from an open door. 


These he knew were the living quarters of Don Trego 
ang his people, for Wild Kid had been to the mission half 
a dozen times before, several times passing a night there. 


é “The wing where those precious toughs are is right 
yonder, and they have put out their light; but they com- 
mand a view of the room over here by the chapel, so I 
must go slow, as they may be on the watch.” 

So saying, he kept along under the shadow of the 
chapel until he drew near the stream of light that came 
out of the open door at one end. © | 

There was a window also, a narrow one, out 6f which 
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the light shone, and a ine passed between the light and 
the door. | 

Was it the scout? | 

Again the form darkened the light in the doorway aiid 
remained there. 

Then the youth ee enee down upon the pavement, and 
he beheld the shadow outline of the one who obscured the 
light. 

It was plainly $e dsdicanad in black upon the pave-» 
ment—a slender, upright form, with long hair falling be- 
low his shoulders and a broad sombrero upon his head. 

It could but be the scout, and the boy, crouching in the 


shadow of the chapel, whispered pisanetly ; 


“Buffalo Bill, don’t move, but listen to me.” 
There was a slight start of the shadow, the outline of 
a hand and arm bending toward a revolver in the belt 
was seen, and then came the low uttered words: 
» “Who are you?” 
“Are you Buffalo Bill?” 
“You appear to know that fact, and I am not one to . 
deny my identity.” ° 
“Other eyes than mine are upon you, and your life is 
in danger. 
“Pretend to prepare for bed, and ant out your light, 
ior | dare not be seen. 
“When it is dark in your room I will come there.” 
“T will do as you tell me, for, in light or darkness, 


I am able to defend myself,” was the cool reply of the 
scout. 


CHAPTER XI. 
WILD KID MEETS BUFFALO BILL. 


There was a movement of the shadowy form, the broad 
sombrero was taken off, the belt of arms unbuckled, a 
movement as though the high top boots were being re- 
moved, and then the light went out. 

As it did so Wild Kid glided from the shadow of the 
chapel to the door of the little room. 

Entering, he heard the low-spoken onde: 

“Now, pard, friend or foe, I am ready for you, for I. 
have you covered.” 

The scout was not to be caught napping. 

The thought pleased the Kid, and he laughed tightly 
and whispered : 

“Good! , You are wide awake, I see.” 

“YT alwavs am, when not asleep.” 

“Now, who are you?” 

“Only a boy.” 

“Who else?” 

“Your friend.” 2 

“So I would judge from your coming here as you do; 
but appearances are deceitful.” 
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“That’s so; but you are Buffalo Bill ” . 

“Are you guessing?” 

“No. 

“Why do you ask?’ 

“T do not wish to a the wrong man.’ 

“So you are here to help me, are your” 

“Ves, to save your life, for there is a plot to kill you 


}to-night.” 


“Ah! Wag you are talking business.” 
“I’m a business boy, for I’m dodging death about half 


the time myself.” 


“T cannot see you, but I rather like you, pard.” 


“T hope you will when you know me better; but I 
reckon I had better not preach too long, but get down to 


business.” 


“Fire away.” 
“You came here from the upper country, where. you are 


{chief of scouts at the frontier forts, and you are in Texas 
jon a special mission, but did not give yourself away, but 


told Don Trego that you were a government courier, and 


. your name was Fred Williams.” 


“Ah! you are Juan, the Don’s son.” 
“Tf I-was I’d expect to be hanged, and for a good 


}reason; but, though I may die with my boots on, I won't 


Thang.” 


“Who are your” | 
“A boy, an outcast, prairie waif, good-for-nothing, 


Iterror, or what you will, christened by the toughs of El 


}Monte Wild Kid, but at camp meeting called by the par- — 


son Bud Poisal, which name I answer to quick if anybody 
ould say Bud Poisal would lie or steal a horse. 


3 ne ow, you've got my family history, I being the entire 
Kfamily outfit, and thoug? it’s too dark 
there, and to help you.’ 


to see me, I’m 


Buffalo Bill was decidedly impressed by this short ee 
o the point explanation of the youth, and he felt at once 


‘drawn toward him, though he could not see a feature of © 


this face. 


“My brave young friend, I appreciate what you have 


told me, and also that you are here to aid me to escape 
jsome threatened. danger. | 


“What is that danger, may I ask?” 

“Tl tell you by a short trail. 

“Three men tried to kidnap, this afternoon, the noblest 
girl in the State of Texas, the only one who thinks [’m 


not as black as they paint me; but I saw their little game, 
(chipped in, and sent one of them, the leader, KE! Monte Ed, 


fo round-up cattle in the happy hunting grounds, and the 
pbther two got away.” 

“Good for you!” : 
“T rode nearly home with Lady Beauty—the boys call 


fher so, but her real name is\ Miss Marie Brasher-——and 
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then went back to eral the two men who were with El 
Monte Ed. 
“T tracked them here, and I came up to the mission on 
the riverside, where there is an old graveyard. | 
“T saw a light, and, standing up in my saddle, I took a 
peep into the room, in an old wing of the old ruin. 
“There I saw Don Trego, the two birds I was fe 
and a man who had just arrived, and who they call cap- 


tain, as he was once an army officer, he says, but I doubt 


it, though he may have been a bad soldier. 

“His pards call him Panama, and I heard, him tell the 
Don, and the others, for they all belong to the same gang, 
that he had a letter to-day from a friend at a northwestern — 
fort telling him to beware, as you were on your way to — 
El Monte to look up certain men.” | | 

“Indeed, he is well posted. i . 

“He seemed to be; but you kn w best. | 

“Then Panama pointed to a scar on his head and said 


you gave that to hing, and he was supposed to be dead ; but 


if you saw him you would know him, and there were 
other men about El Monte you wanted.” 

“He knows it all.” | 

“Then it’s time for him to die, as he can learn no 
more,” was the laconic response, and Buffalo Bill laughed, 
while Wild Kid resumed his story. 


CHAPTER XII. 
THE COUNTERPLOT. 


“Nn ‘ow, what must I call you, for I want a handle for 
my tongue to get a grip on?” asked Wild Kid in his | 
frank way. 

“Call me Buffalo Bul.” | 

“I don’t want to, for you’re a man, and a great one, and 
P’m only a kid, for I can’t vote for several years yet.” 

“My name is Cody, then.” 

“Then Mr. Cody goes, or is it captain, major, or 
colonel, for titles are worth dollars in Texas.” 

“T am plain W. F. Cody, Chief of Scouts, nicknamed 
Buffalo Bill.” 

“Then Chief Cody. goes with me, for as there are no 


- misters around this country I’m not used to the name. 


“But let me push on along my tracking trail, for I wish 


to tell you that Panama said the only way for him to es- 


cape, and the others, too, nen you wanted, was to call 
in your sansa 

*T see,’ | 

“He wanted the Don and his son Juan to go in with 
him, but Don Trego backed out for the boy and himself, 
yet did not say they should not do the work, for he’s a _ 
bad one, I’ve had my eye on for some time, only it{s- 
catching before hanging, you know.” | 
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“Yes, Tike making a rabbit ee first catch your 
rabbit.” , 

“Sure. But the other tHiréeui-Panatin, Mustang Mott, 
and Half-Breed Jose, all hard ones from El Monte, plot- 


ted to come over here when you were asleep and open fire - 


on you, as they said you would naturally keep. the door 

open, and thus they would down you. 
“At the wall a couple of hundred feet from here, is a. 
stone room, the Don said, with a window overlooking the 
river, and they could drop your body out there and the 
stream would carry it far away.” : 

“You heard all this?” 

“Oh, yes. Ad got it all down fine, and then I Sana to 
help you out.” 

“How did you get in: ee 
* “Well, I’ll tell you. I got in by a way which ilk en- 
able you to say that you were saved by the cross.” 
—“T don’t understand. Are you a traveling missionary ?” 
_ “Not to any alarming extent; but as I could not get 
over the walls I lassoed the cross on the chapel, shinned 
up the side and down the roof, and I’m here, aren’t 1?” 

“You certainly are in ayiGence, though I do not see you 
distinctly. 

“And now you are here to help me fight out this battle 
or aid me to escape—which 7 = 


“See here, chief, I ¢ould help you to escape, ‘bet I've got 
an idea you could do more good fighting it owt; in fact, 
I’ve an idea.” 

“Let me haye it, then.” 

oNeE, Panama is oe posted you’ve got work ahead of 
you in these parts.” 

“Tree.” 

“Now, [’m not curious; but if you are playing a lone 
hand, but would like to have some one be pards with you, 
I’m with you for keeps.” 


“You are suet the one I need, from what L’ve seen of 


3 


you. 

“You binteltt seen me yeh only head me, and fagelse 
when you do get a sight of my picture by daylight you 
won't like it.” | 

“T’ll take chances on that.” 

Then P’ll.do the same.” | 

“Now, my idea is to go around the chapel, get my lariat 
and hang the end over this side, so that I can be here 
with you in the fight, and then skip at a quickstep outside 
of the mission walls, | mean after the three men have 
passed in their chips. 

“Pil be on hand should Don Trego and Juan, with the 
_ peons, take a hand against you; but my idea is that they 
will not; but, as I said, they'll hear something drop from 
the chapel roof if they do. 

OW ell, so far, good; but T think you'd better play that. 


the three men must have followed you here to kill you, | 


& 


come to the ball?” 


_ know all is quiet, only, don’t sleep too sound there.’ 


cross, and tied Cody’s 


down upon the other side. _ 
_ This time he landed in a dark corner of the chapel and 
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that they came from the Northwest, not from E1 Monte, 
and make believe, you think Don Trego is all right. 
“He'll catch at that bait the same as a catfish will at a 
nigger’s toe, and he'll pretend not to know the men at 
first; but then come out and say they are from El Monte, 
and bed for shelter for the night, which he gave them, 


little dreaming that they were here to murder you. 


“I know the Don well, and he’ll be glad to get out of it, 
while if you recognize the man Panama, you can give a 
reason for his attack on you, stating that in some way he | 
knew of your coming. 

“When I see all is serene I'll skip, and nobody will | 


_ know me in the affair, only I'll have to borrow your lariat. 


so as to tie it to mine, so I can draw them over after I 
am outside, as it would not do to leave mine fast to the | 
cross. | 
“That's my game, hier: =" 
~A\nd it’s a good one, and we'll play it to the end, be the 
stakes what they may,” was Buffalo Bill’s stern response. 





4 


- CHAPTER XIII. 
WAITING, 


Buffalo Bill felt that he had one to aid him, who, if a- 
hoy in years, was a man in pluck and experience. 

It was a novel situation for him, he who had done so | 
much to aid others, to save other lives, standing there in | 
the dark in that old ruin, following the advice of a boy to’ | 
save himself from death. | 

Yet there was a ring in the youth’s tone that was sin- | 
cere and true, and he trusted him implicitly, so said: 1 
“Well, Wild Kid, when do you think our friends will 










“Not until they are sure that you are sound asleep, SO | 
I'll go after my lariat, for that will take me a little time; 
but if they should come while I’m gone, I’ll- get a shot or 
two in from somewhere to help you, and be about until { 


“T never do, for my ears are on the watch when my 
ome are closed.” 
“Good for the ears; but when you. leave in the morn- 
ing take the. river trail to El Monte, and I'll be some- 
where along the way. 
“Now, [I'll take a break.” 
With this the boy glided out of the room, , passed close} 
along under the shadow of the chapel wall, and soon} 
reached his lariat where it hung on the other side. . 
He climbed up to thé roof, passed along the ridge to the 
lariat to his own, passing: them 
simply over the stone arm, and carrying the two ends 


the wall, and not 6 ty feet from the room where Buffalo 
Bill. was waiting. 

He arranged the ends of the lariats so that he could get 
hold of them in a hurry, and could, by pulling upon one 
end, when outside of the wall, drag the other over the 
cross after him. 

This done, he moved gently forward ‘to the cet me 
whispered : 

“All serene!” 

“po. far. | 

“Have you arranged your means of escape?” 

“Oh, yes, and I’ve only got to crawl upon the wall, sit 
there in the shadow of the rear buttress of the chapel, 
and wait to see how the cards are played by the Don. 


"“Tf the game goes square I'll drop over on the other 
side, pullthe lariats off the cross, and glide out through 
the graveyard to where my pony is feeding.” 

“You are not afraid of ghosts, then?” 

“T’ve been a long time hoping to see one, but it seems 
that only those that are afraid of ghosts see them, for I 
can’t, and I’ve been around dead folks right much in my 
time, so | guess when the spirit leaves the body it don’t 
go fooling around any more where it left it; that’s my 


opinion, but then I’m only a kid, and so green the cattle 


' chase me.’ 

“All cats are gray at night, so I can’t see the green line 
you speak of,” replied Buffalo Bill, much amused at the 
way Wild Kid had of expressing himself. 

“Tt’s just tweive o'clock,” said Wild Kid after a mo- 
ment, glancing out of the door. 

“How do. you tell?” | 

“I study the stars every night, for I’m out as much in 
the darkness as daytime, and I get to knowing pretty 
well.” 

“Yes, you are a close observer, I see, and I’m lucky to 
have found such an ally, for I needed one, and hoped to 
Bnd WO gentlemen I have letters to, to be the ones to aid 
me,’ : 
“Who are they?’ came the blunt question. 

“Do you know Major Donald Brasher ?” 

..“You bet I know him; it was his daughter I saved from 
the kidnapers to-day, and a year ago I saved her from the 
Indians ; but the major hates me, though Em not growing 
thin over it. 

“He’s a good man, or would be, if a certain fellow who 
is trying to marry his daughter would Jet him.” 


Buffalo Bill listened to what Wild Kid said with great . 


attention, but making no comment, asked: 
“Do you know Dr. Duke Delmar?” 


“TI guess so, and he knows me, but our friendship don’t | 
pan out to any alarming extent, though I did keep Rip - 


Fait from putting a bullet in his brain ence.” 
“How did you prevent it?” 
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“Killed Rip, of course, | 
“That was the.only way to stop Rip, and he was on the 
warpath for scalps, was blind for gore, and I pulled my 
gun on him when I saw that he had Dr. Duke res 
to kill,” 
“And yet Dr. Duke Dell | is not your friend e" 
“No; nobody is, except Lady Beauty Brasher, and she 


dare not show she don’t think I’m the fae on a round- 


23 


up. 

“Well, I'll be your friend, and I'll show it.” 

“Don't, it will ruin your reputation even with E] Monte 
toughs ; besides ef you want me to help you down here, I 
can do more for you by not appearing to know you; but 
I think.death has started on the trail, for I saw something 


moving over yonder, sure, vaouge it might have been one 


of the Don’s savage dogs.” _ 
“He would hardly let them out of the pen with 
strangers here.” 

“You are right, I never thought of that ; but I see now 
that what [ saw move was not dogs.” 

“No, I see Hictae they are men, three of them, and they 
are coming this way.” 

“They better stop to pray a little,’ was the ide com- 
ment of Wild Kid, as he held his revolver ready for use, 
Buffalo Bill standing by his side, a weapon also in. his 
hand, 


? 


‘CHAPTER XIV. 
PLAYING A DEADLY GAME, 


If Buffalo Bill had had any doubt of his young: ally, he 
could do so no longer when he saw three dark forms creep 
out of the shadows of the old mission and come silently 
toward the little adobe structure adjoining the chapel, 
where he had been placed to sleep. 

The youth was as cool, the scout noticed, as though he 
were simply waiting for a deer to come within range of 
his weapon. 

Within the room it was intensel dark, but Buffalo Bill 
had placed the little lamp and matches where "ie could get 


at them readily when needed. 


Bound upon a most important mission, after hearing 
the boy’s story of the three men, and knowing’ that. the 


Don, his son and two peons, if not in league with them, 


might be prevailed to join them when he showed resist- 


ance, Buffalo Bill’s plan would have been to simply es- - 


cape with Wild- Kid, as he had entered, and come back 


with a force of es to gain his own and secure re- 


venge. 
But Wild Kid had urged otherwise, sii in a way that » 
convinced the scout that his plan was best. 
If he could down his three foes, and conyince Don 
Trego that. he thought him wholly innocent and that the 


a 
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men had tracked him there to kill him, it would be best, 
for then he would have material to work on in the future 
against a man whom he knew had been trusted by fae 
eral Carr and other army officers. 

Explaining to the Don that he had not slept, and saw 
the three men advancing toward him, he had protected 
himself, thus not letting it be known that he had been 
warned, or that Wild Kid was interested in the affair, the 
scout felt that he would hold a secret that would be to his 
advantage for future action. 

“T’ll halt them first, young pard, for I don’t wish to fire 
on a iman without a warning, if he is coming to assassinate 
me.” . 

“All right, sir; that’s my style, never to pull trigger un- 
less the other party knows I am in the game. * 

“But don’t hold ’em: up aie they get so close that 
none of the three can get away.’ 

“Oh, yes, I mean to kill if I have to, but I'd like to 
catch the man Panama alive to find out just who he is. 

“Can you pick him out?” 

““He’s the tallest of the three.” 

“Do you intend to fire also?” 

- “Well, it’s your picnic, but if I’m needed I'll chip i in ai 
it won’t cause me to lie awake nights if I happen to kill 
Half-Breed Jose, for he has tried the coward act on me 
several times. 

‘‘He’s the little fellow on the left.” 


The three men were now within thirty feet*of the. 


building, and advanced side by side on tiptoe. 

In the center was the taller of the trio, the youth had 
said was Panama. 

It was bright starlight, and they were distinctly visible 
now, for they were in the open, well out of the shadows 
of the mission walis, and nearing those about the chapel 
and its annex. 

There was no doubt but that the men were coming di- 
rectly toward the open door, for, as Wild Kid whispered : 

“There was no other place for them to go in that direc- 
tion, excepteto the chapel to pray, and I guess prayer time 
hasn't come yet.” 

Another moment, and the three men halted near the 
door and listened. 


Buffalo Bill breathed heavily, like a man in a deep 


slumber. 


The men seemed reassured as they heard the breathing, 
some low order was given, and they separated, those on 
each side stepping some fifteen feet mit from the cen- 
ter one. 


Instantly Wild Kid seized Buffalo Bill and drew him to 


one side of the door. 


The cot was just in front of the open door, bist the men 
had separated so that they could fire from three directions 


‘toward the door, firing as they did so. © 


sain 
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7 killing the scout, before they rushed in on him. 


Wild Kid seemed to aniticipate their act, and so. dieu 
the scout to the shelter of the wall between the door and 
the window. 

He had hardly done so, when three shots came tog 
gether, almost as one, and the buillets sank into the cot. . 

Then came a second discharge, and the three men ran} 


into the room, and thus make sure of wounding, if ' 
: 





But two answering shots flashed from the darkness of 
the room, and Half-Breed Jose and Mustang Matt dropped’ 
dead, while the form of the scout leaped from the door 
and his iron grip was upon the throat of Panama, who 
was hurled to the ground with stunning force, while he’ 
heard the stern command: . 

“Resist, and I will kill you!” 

“T give up,” cried the half-dazed man, and he was} 
dragged by the scout into the room, his weapons torn 
irom him, and hurled upon the floor, the door was closed, 
and Buffalo Bill stood at bay by the window, his foot upon) 
the prostrate prisoner’s breast, while he waited for the 
coming of the Don, for voices were heard over by the mis- 
sion, and forms were coming quickly to the scene. in 

As for Wild Kid, he had glided away like a ghost when 
he saw his chance to do so. 












CHAPTER XV. 
BUFFALO BILL AT BAY. 


"Buffalo Bill was glad to see that his young pard had) 
skipped out so quickly, he feeling sure that Panama had: 
not seen him, 

As he stood by the narrow window, a revolver in en 
hand, and his foot upon his prostrate prisoner, whom he: 
had told that a move would be the signal for his death, he 
saw four forms coming toward the chapel. <a ‘ 

Of course, they were the Don, his son Juan, ane two of 
the peon cowboys. : 

Determined not to let the Don make the mistake of fir- 
ing, if he could head him off, the scout called out: 

“Ho, Don Trego, I have been attacked by men who 
must ‘have trailed me here. 

“Two of them are dead, and I have the third a pris-! 
oner.” 7 

The words were uttered slowly and distinctly, and were} 
heard and understood, for the Don called back: 

“Oh, senor! It is terrible, and in my home, too. | 

“T will hang the one you have made a prisoner.” { 

The Don then came running on to the scene, while? 
Buftalo Bill called out : 

“Told, senor! I have been attacked, as I said, and I) 
wish to be sure that those with you are not also my foes.” 
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“Ah, senor, never! They are my son, ‘Juan, and my 
peon cowboys, Pedro and Antonio. 
“We are your friends and will defend you, for it alike. 
me sad that they should have attacked you, my friend.’ 
The Don and the others were now otitside of the door, 
which Buffalo Bill had not yet: opened, if he asked : 
“Who are these men?” 
“Three men from El Monte, senor, who canie late to- 
night and asked for shelter, even saying that they were 
friends of yours, but would not disturb you. 
“They must have trailed your here, senor ; but the Vie. 













and I will guard him myself until daylight, and go with 
you to El Monte on the morrow and see him hanged.” 

“Thanks, Don Trego, but I never allow another to do 
that which it is my duty to attend to, so I will guard the 
prisoner myself,’ and the scout ae the door, and then 
continued : 

“The lamp and matches are on that table, Don, i) Ricase 
‘Tet us have some light.” 

The Don’s hand trembled as he lighted the: lamp, and 
Buffalo Bill, who was watching him closely, saw. that he 
was very pale. 

_ The failure of the attack, and fear of being suspected of 
complicity in it had quite unnerved the Don. 

But, appearing not to notice his fright, Buffalo Bill 
said: 

“Of course, Don, you are not responsible for your 
guests, but it came very near being a close call for me. 


“As I had not been asleep, I saw them coming, felt their 
| movements were suspicious, and prepared for them. 


“When they fired into the room and then rushed for- 
ward, I met them with my revolver, and as the other two 


| oner. 
“Hand me my lariat off of my saddle, eda Don, and 
| after "T have secured him I’ll have a look at his face, for 
perhaps that may tell me why I have been’dogged here— 
ah!” and Buffalo Bill sprang forward and seized the pris- 
} oner by the throat with one hand, while he wrenched from 
him a letter he had seen him trying to tear up. 

The act of the scout showed the Don and the others 
} that Buffalo Bill was a man of giant strength and tiger- 
like quickness, for Panama, they knew, ee ent of 
oe wonderful prowess. | ; 
But in the hands of the scout he was but. as a child. 
Thrusting the letter into his pocket, Buffalo Bill pro- 
} ceeded to search the prisoner, all the time looking fixedly 
into his face, until at last he said, in a puzzled kind of 
} way: ; as 
“TI don’t believe in the grave giving up its dead until 
they are called officially at the bugle call of Gabriel; but 
if you have not been numbered with the shadows, I am 


 jlanites of El Monte will deal with the prisoner quickly, 


} were quickly out of the game, I made this man a Pa 
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greatly mistaken, for I will take oath that you are North 
Adams, deserter from the army, and ee of ee 


geant. Fair four years ago. 


“I thought I had killed you, but it seems q was imis-- 
taken—yes, you are North Adams, and you oer my 
bullet to die on the gallows.” 


CHAPTER XVI. 
ON GUARD. 


The scout could not but note the startled look of the 
prisoner at his recognition of him, as also his appealing 
glance to Don Trego and Juan. 

He also caught the nod of response the Don quickly 
gave, but, pretending not to notice it, said: | 

“You need not appeal to the Don and his son for help, 
for they are honest men, and are on my side; but even if 
they were not I would fight them to keep you, and they 
would have to answer to the soldiers who are following 
on.my trail if I disappeared.” | | 

The shot told, for the Don hastened to say: 

“Ves, senor, we are honest men, and though we know 
this man, we never suspected him of being the wretch 
he is. | 
“He came to our house last night with his pards, as I 
have told you, but he came to kill you, and thus get me 
into trouble. 

“But I will put him i in irons at once and guard him un- 
til morning for you.” * 
“No, Don, I will ask you to guard those two ated men 
instead, and this man I will keep here, for he cannot es- 
cape when I have secured him—my lasso not on my sad- 
dle horn, you say? Well, there is one on my pack saddle, 

so hand me that, please.” 

It was given to him, for Buffalo Bill had forgotten 
that Wild Kid had his lariat when he asked the Don to 
hand it to him. 

Those who watched the scout tie the prisoner felt, that 
he had had experience in that kind of work, and that 
Panama’s chances of getting free were very slim. 

But the Don, though appearing to side with the scout, — 
and against Panama, was only too anxious to aid the lat- 
ter to escape. 

He knéw that he dare not refuse to. aid him, as Panama 


- would avenge himself by betraying him; and, little dream- 


ing now that the scout was playing a waiting game in pre- 
tending to trust him, Don Trego said: | 

“Now, senor, I insist that you shall not watch the pris- 
oner, for you have already suffered enough under my 
roof.” 

“Leave him to me and I will hasan him, while you 
seek the rest you need.” 


1% 


“Senor, I’m as wideawake as an owl at midnight, and 
I will, keep the prisoner here. 

‘He is securely bound, as you see. 
“across the door, and sleep serenely until I am called to 
eat the tempting breakfast I know your good. wite will 
have for me.’ 

“But, senor 

“IT am determined, Don, so that ends it.” 

eta hope the senor does not fear to trust me with the 
prisoner,” said the Don, reproachfully. 

“Why should I? Are you not an honest man?” 

The sudden auestions staggered the Don, and he gave 
the prisoner a quick glance, and Buffalo Bill saw it, as 
well as a sign in return. 

That the Don understood the sign was evident, for he 
argued no more, and, bidding Buffalo Bill eood-night, 
was going to the door, when the prisoner asked: 

“May I have my blankets to rest on?” 

“Oh, yes; for I would not have you uncomfortable,” 
responded Buffalo Bill. 
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The Don himself brought them, and insisted upon 


spreading them, while Buffalo Bill, though pretending not 
to heed, heard the words slowly spoken by the prisoner : 

“Tuan and the peons on the trail to-morrow.” 

The Don nodded, and left with his son and the peons, 
' removing the bodies of the two dead men as they did so. 

Instantly Buffalo Bill blew the lamp out. 

He would take no chances of a shot in the dark, and, 
closing the stout door, he bolted it. 

Then he drew his cot under the window, where he could 
‘raise his head and look out. 

“Now, North Adams, I'll take a nap, and I advise you 
to forget yourself in slumber, also.” 

“T am not North Adams.” 

' “Why lie, for-your letter will prove that, as, though ad- 
dressed to Captain Palos Panama, I noticed that it began, 
‘My dear North.’ 

“Then, too, Adams, I recognize you, and remember that 
you bear a scar on your head I gave you, and thought the 
wound was fatal, as it knocked you off the cliff into tle 
river, but you escaped in some way, and so we meet again. 

“Now, go to sleep, for you cannot escape, and you 
know me well enough to understand that the Don and his 
outfit could not take you from me if they even felt in- 
clined to do so.’ 

Whether convinced or not, Panama said no more, and 
the scout was soon asleep, though he was on the alert 
even in slumber. 





CHAPTER XVII. 
THE TWO TRAILS. 


When Buffalo Bill awoke the sun was up. 

There lay his prisoner, secure, as he had left him. 

Going to his pack saddle, the scout took out a pair of 
steel manacles, and these he put upon the prisoner with 
the remark: 

“The lariat binds you, I see, but these will be comfort- 
able. 


“Understand, Adams, that I shall allow no nonsense, SO _ 


obey me.’ 
“T will, Buffalo Bill. a 
The scout smiled, and asked quickly 


I will draw my cot. 
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“You have betrayed yourself, for why did you call me 
Buffalo Bill? 

“My name is Fred Williams, you know.” 

The prisoner bit his lip viciously, for he felt that he had 
made a mistake. 

The Don now appeared and told the scout the senora 
had breakfast ready, and he would guard the prisoner 
while he ate. _ 

“No, Don, I'll take him with me,” was the reply, and 
this was done. 

The senora was all ks and congratulations when 


Buitalo Bill appeared, and, turning to the prisoner, said, 


reproachfully : 
“And to think he has been our Beet and would treat 
you thus. 
“For shame, anata: 


“T fear the V igilantes will hang you when you reach El 


Monte.” 

But her kind heart enabled her to heap the plate of the 
prisoner with a good breakfast, and the Don’s offer for 
his wife to guard the prisoner while he and the scout went 
out to get the horses ready being declined, Panama was 
taken along also td thejcorral. 


“My son is looking up a stray horse of his, and ee 
_ peons are guarding the cattle,” 
out being asked, and Buffalo Bill made a mental note of - 


explained the Don, with- 


the fact, as also that the three were missing. 


The scout’s two horses were saddled, that of the pris- 
oner also, and the Don refused decidedly any pay for the 
night’s lodging he had given, but seemed most particular 
in his directions to Buffalo Bill as to the trail he should 
take. 


Telling the Don that he would pay the peons for bury- 


_ ing the two dead men, upon his return, he bade a courte- 


ous farewell to the senora, shook fearits with his host, and 
rode away with his prisoner upon the trail the Spaniard 
had directed him to take. 


But Buffalo Bill was not to be caught napping, and he 
recalled that Wild Kid had told him to be sure and take 
the river trail. 


That certainly was not the one he was then on, he felt 
sure, so he asked the prisoner if the other trail was not 
the shortest. 

“No, the longest,” said Panama, shortly. 

“This is the direct one, then?” 

“Ves,” | 

“The other lies yonder, does it not?” 

“No, in this other direction.” 

That agreed with the advice given by Wild Kid: So 
he said, while he watched the prisoner closely: 

“We will take the other trail, then.” 

Buffalo Bill had observed looks pass between the Don, 
the senora and the prisoner, which he felt were intended 
to convey to the prisoner certain information. 

He now saw that his avowed intention of taking the 
other trail caused the prisoner to start and grow anxious. 

“You will have a hard ride of it, if you take the river 
trail, and are just as likely as not to run upon a band of 
redskins that way,” urged Panama. 


“T’ve met redskins before, and am pretty well armed ° 
and mounted, so I can run if I cannot fight, and your 
horse is a good one, too; but should I have to leave you | 


a 


~ ace, 






» tainly will be, North Adams.” Be 
}/, The prisoner was white faced now, and brought for- 
) ward several strong arguments of why the scout should 


crossed. after some distance, rendering it considerably 
_ longer than the one that ran directly across country from 
‘the old mission. EB Meee | 

H But Buffalo Bill was determined to go his own way, 
_ and turned out of the trail to cross country a mile or two 
to the other one: iy ai 
The moment he did so the looks of the prisoner. showed 
_ that the scout had saved himself from an ambush and kept 
' Panama from being aided in an escape. | +2) 

cH A muttered imprecation in Spanish from the prisoner 
__ told how deep was his disappointment at the action of the 
scout in regard to the two trails. 


im CHAPTER XVIII. 
2 A SIGNAL AB EAD. 


Buffalo Bill soon came into the other trail, and turned 
in the direction he had been going on the first one. 

He was sure that was the right one, as Panama told 
him it was not. | 

“T'll chance it,” he said, with a smile. | 

Then he was bothered as to his meeting with Wild Kid 
on the trail. Lay | 

The youth had said he would meet him, but nothing 
had been said of having the prisoner along. 

Would Wild Kid think it wise to show himself while 
Panama was along? ©. 7 ; 

That Buffalo Bill determined to leave to the boy to de- 
cide. | 

He would naturally see him, and that he had a prisoner 


with him, before he allowed himself to be seen, and so 


» would know best how to act. 

So the scout continued on his way, watching only that 
he was not surprised by any one on the way, as he did not 
know but that the Don’s people might have guarded both 
trails. , 

Then, too, the prisoner might have been right in his 
dread of meeting a band of Indians. 

Some ten miles from the old mission the scout came 
-upon a little prairie, a mile across, and with a range of 
hills in the distance. | 


There the trail crossed the river and wound along the - 


~. banks, which the scout’s knowledge of the lay of land in 
_ general convinced him that the river must wind around 
and run along at the base of the distant hills. | 
He asked his prisoner, but the latter. was in a mood 
notto reply. - : | 
It was evident that’ Buffalo Bill had taken the wrong 
trail—for Panama. 3 
The river was easily forded, the trail: followed down the 
bank, and as the hills were approached the trail seemed to 
lead away from the stream. fe 4 
As the slope was reached Buffalo Bill’s eyes were upon 
_ the trail ahead, going among the hills, and his keen eyes 
' caught sight of a form ahead, appearing for a moment, 


“a 
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and then gliding out of sight.. 
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j) hot take what was known as the river trail, as it followed 
along the stream for several miles, and,. crossing it, re- 
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| behind it will save you from being hanged, as you cer- . 


“T think I shall reconnoiter on ahead alone, Adams, but 
Ill see that your horse does not run away with you,” and 
Bufialo Bill proceeded to tie the animal ridden by the 
prisoner securely to a tree. - | | 
_ The prisoner was already bound securely to his saddle. 

Riding on ahead, Buffalo: Bill advanced with caution, 
though he felt sure the form he had caught sight of must 
be the Wild Kid. | | 

If mistaken, then it would be man against man; but 
great odds never disturbed Buftalo Bill to any alarming 


extent. 


After several hundred yards the trail wound into the 
timber belt along the range of hills, and as he was lost 
sight of to the sharply watching prisoner, he beheld ahead 
the Wild Kid, for it was the youth he saw. 

There he stood in the trail, upright, handsome-faced and 
waiting. | ) 

‘The scout was at once impressed with the appearance 
of the youth, just such as he would expect to find his 
friend of the night before to be. 

“I’m the Wild Kid, Chief Cody,” informed the youth, 
with a smile. : Bea 

“Yes, [ am sure of that, for, though I did not see you 
last night, you are just about what I pictured you, and I 
have kept a searching lookout along the trail to find you.” 

“I saw you several miles back, but dared not signal, as 
I perceived that you had company, so I came on here and 
took the chances.” | 

“It is Panama you have, I suppose, but did he see me?” 

‘No; and I simply explained that I would reconnoiter 
on ahead.” eS 

“Good! Now, you were going to El Monte with your 
prisoner?” | 

“Yes, he really is North Adams, a deserter from the 
army, and a double murderer and thief. I thought I had 


‘killed him, but was mistaken.” 


“So I heard you say last night to him.” 

“You heard me?” in surprise. . 

“Oh, yes; for I was on the roof and heard and saw all. 

“You see, I didn’t know just what the Don and his lay- 
out might be tempted to do, so I lay low until nearly 
dawn, and I know that Juan and the peons went out be- — 
fore day to ambush you on the other trail. 

“I, therefore, kept near, and was glad when you took 
my advice and followed the river trail, for you missed. 
the ambush. But if you had been attacked Wild Kid 
would have been in the game for all I was worth.” 

“You are a true friend, Wild Kid, as I have had the 
best of proof.” a ects 

“Then. take the advice I now give you. If you do not 
you ll get into big trouble.” 

“T’ll do it, for I feel that I can trust you,” was Buffalo 
Bill’s earnest reply. 





CHAPTER XIX. 
WILD KID’ S*ADVICE. 


“Now, Chief Cody, I don’t know what your business 
at El Monte is, but you are a brave man to come alone, 
though I heard your bluff to the Don last night about sol- 
diers following.” 

“You are a keen one.” 3 

“Tf you needed soldiers here you’d get them from the 


ee 
fort, sixty-five miles south of here, and where I wish you 
to go now.” , 

“Why Pr? ' 

ate the prisoner you have.is a deserter, you say?” 

se es.” 

“Down here he is a gambler and a secret member of a 
very dangerous band. / 

“T am not dead sure, but I think the Don is in the gang 
also, but by pretending not to suspect him we can catch 
him in a trap, is my idea.” 

“The very thing, Kid.” 

“Now, if you take Panama into E] Monte, brave as you 
are, and a man to face any danger, he will be taken from 
you, for his gang is-a strong one, and the good men there 
- will not put their lives in jeopardy, and their homes, too, 
by taking sides with you. | | | 

“You might kill half a dozen, but a bullet will kill a 
buffalo, and you are but human.” 

“You are right, Wild Kid.” | 

“So I say to you to skip this trail right here, follow the 
range right along. I'll sketch you a map of .the coun- 
try and trails, and get into the fort as quickly as you can. 

“Leave your prisoner there, and make your way back 
to this point by day after to-morrow noon, and I’ll be on 
hand to join you. | 

“Tl go into El-Monte and hear what story the Don 
has sent in of the affair, and see just how the humor of 


the.men stands, for they think I am a bad one, and so will - 


talk freely before me. 

“T'll see how matters stand, too, about the attack on 
Lady Beauty, of Idlerest Ranch, and when you return I'l! 
take you for the night to my layout and put you on the 
trail for the homes of Dr. Duke Delmar and Major 
Brasher, whom you say you have letters to, though I 
would advise you not to tell your business here td either 
one of them, for J’ll say flatfooted I do not trust the Doc 
a little bit, and if he"has not got the major on a string 
I’m willing to be licked for lying.” 

Buffalo Bill laughed, and then said: 

“Well, my young friend, I will take your advice and 
deliver my prisoner for safekeeping at the fort. 

“Then I will return and meet: you here, and, after all 
you have done for me, I will be guided by you in regard 
to my future actions, for you know the country, the peo- 
ple, good and bad, and I do not believe you are half as 
bad as you paint yourself.” 

“Give a dog a bad name, and he'll soon begin to think 
he’s the meanest cur in town, for, save the Lady Beauty 
and four boy pards who will tie to me to the end, I’ve got 
no friends; but they say even that we boys are road agents 
and all that is bad, though the Vigilantes have never been 
able to catch us in a single lawless deed. 

“We call ourselves. Boy Rangers, and though we’ve 
fought the Indians and Rio Grande Renegades hard, sev- 
eral times warning the ranches of trouble, they won’t be- 
lieve we are honest, simply because I am said to be a 
young terror, 


“Why, the ranchers keep a closer count on my cattle 
and ponies than I do myself, to see if I don’t add to them 
by stealing splithoofs and mustangs.” _ 

Buffalo Bill eyed the youth fixedly as he was speaking, 
and seemed to dwell upon every word he uttered. 

Then he said: @ 
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“So you have a little ranch of your own?” yin 
“Yes, a baby layout, with a couple of hundred long- 
horns and thirty-odd ponies.” | , 

“And you have some pards ?” 
“T’ve got a young Mexican pard, Rico Sanchez, though — 
he’s a year older than I am, living at my layout with me, 
along with Sable, a negro boy I picked up, and whose 
heart is full of good blood, if he has got a bad face. 
“Then, on a little ranch below El Monte, I’ve got two 
boy pards whom I can call on when I need them, and that 
is all. | | 
“You see, Rico Sanchez had to leave Mexico or be 
killed, and was followed across the Rio Grande and 
wounded ; but I happened along and helped him out, and 
took him to my ranch, while Sable was stood up for a » 
target one day in El] Monte by a desperado, and I took his 
part, so he’s stuck to me ever since. | fi 
“The other two boys I also helped out of a scrape, and 
when I call they'll come; but folks will call me a terror, 
and maybe I am, in a quiet way.’’. | 
“Well, pard, you are just the one I: want to help 
me, you and your Boy Rangers, and when I return from 
the fort T’ll tell you my business at El Monte,” and Buf- 
falo Bill warmly grasped the hand of the “Young ‘MMe?- 
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CHAPTER XX. 
NOT FOR SALE. 


After talking together a short while longer, and the 
scout receiving from the youth a pencil-sketched map of 
his way, the two parted. 

Buffalo Bill at once returned to his prisoner, who was 
anxiously awaiting him, wondering if Juan Trego and the 
peons, finding that they had not taken the trail they were 
expected to take, would run across to still ambush them. 

He knew weil that if he did not, his only chance would 
be to raise trouble in El Monte, and have his comrades 
free him from the power of the scout, who he feared might 
make sure of hint by killing him. | 

He could not blame Don Trego, for he felt that he had 
acted as best he could; but Panama was not one to be 
taken back a prisoner by Buffalo Bill to the fort from 
which he had deserted, no matter what the cost might be 
to others. 

So when the scout returned he eyed him closely and 
asked : | 

“Did you find anything suspicious ?” 

ea | 

“Tndians ?” 

“No.” 

“What then ?” 

“Enough to make me leave this trail.” © 

“Ah! I told you so, and you can go back to the other 
by a five-mile ride—— 

“Tl know the way.” 

“Thanks, but I do not need your aid, nor will I go back 
to the other trail.’ | 

“Then you return to the Mission Ranch?’ 

“No.” 

~“T don’t know what you'll do, then.” 
- Buffalo Bill had now untied the prisoner’s horse and» 
the pack animal, and, taking them in lead, to the sur- 
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prise of Panama, he turned short on of the trail to El 
- Monte. 

“‘Where in the name of Satan are you going: Pe 
prisoner. : 

‘“T thought | would go to, Fort Rio,” was the calm reply. 

Buffalo Bill saw the start given by the prisoner, and 
that his face became the hue of death. 

“This is not the way to the fort, ” he faltered. 

“T think it is.” 

“It’s over a hundted miles.” 

“More or less, as you will see when we reach there by 
night, for I shall push along rapidly.” 

“My God! man, don’t take me there.” 

“It is just what I intend to do.” © ; 

“You accuse me of being North Adams, but I am not.” 

“Ouit talking, Adams, for I know 
and that you killed the sergeant who arrested you for rob- 
bing the paymaster’s quarters, and then shot the guard 
over you and made your escape. 

“As I reported when I followed you that I had killed 
you, and I believed it to be true, that ended the matter; 
but as it was my mistake, I will now be gladsto atone for 
‘it by returning you to General Carr, and to do so, I will 

>-\take you to Fort Rio for safe keeping, for I know what 
to expect should I carry you a prisoner to El Monte. 

“Come, we must quicken our pace.’ 

Panama groaned, and then gave vent to a string of 
oaths in English and Spanish. 


cri€éd the 


But Buffalo Bill paid no, heed, but kept the horses at a . 


steady trot for several hours, following the direction in 
‘ which he should go with an exactness that surprised the 
_ prisoner, who knew he was a stranger in that part.ot the 
country. 
t noon Buffalo Bill halted at a small stream for rest. 
The grass was plentiful, the water clear and cold, and 
there was wood in plenty for a fire. 


But the scout contented himself with a cold lunch from 
his supplies, the prisoner eating sparingly. 


After a rest of nearly an hour, as Buffalo Bill began to 
saddle up preparatory to starting on, Panama said: 


“See here, Buffalo Bill, every man has his price—what 
is yours?” 
“T haven't got anything for sale just now, Adams.” 
“Nonsense! You understand me well. 
“Tf you carry me to the fort you'll have me safe. 
“Now, nobody knows that I am alive save you, and [ 
will pay you a clean two thousand dollars in gold if you 
will tet me go.” 
“It is not enough.” | 
= ‘I’m not rich, but ’ve won some money with cards and 
| trading cattle sy 
) “And cutting throats.” ° 
) “I didn’t say that.” 
) “No, but I did.” 
“Well, then, I have that much more reason to wish to 
_ escape, so if two thousand will not buy you, name what 
~ will, and Vil try and meet your price.’ 
“Call it as many millions as you did thousands, and I 
guess I'd surrender.” 
“Bah! Do you think» I am a fool?” 
“Oh, no, and neither am I for sale, Adams,” and the 
journey was resumed. 


While resting, Buffalo Bill had glanced over Wild Kid’s 
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inap, and saw that he had made no mistake, and if he con- 
tinued on a couple of hours more he must get into the trail 
leading from the south to Fort Rio. 

| This he did, and pressing on, just as the sun set he 
caught sight, in the distance, of the Stars and Stripes flut- 
tering down from the flagstaff at Fort Rio, and heard the 
sunset gun echoing among the hills. | 

But what was a great satisfaction for him was despair 

for - prisoner. 





CHAPTER XXI. 
THE MASKED PURSUERS. 


When Wild Kid saw Buffalo Bill return to his prisoner 
he watched until they had turned off along the range and 
disapeared from sight. 

Then he moved up to where the scout had halted his 
prisoner, while he came forward on the trail to speak to 
him. 

“Til just halt here for a wAtiie: for Juan. and the Don 
may come along in pursuit, and I can chip in if needed,” 
he said. 

So he waited for an hour or more, and then, as no one 
appeared, began to ride along toward the Old mission. 

He had gone about a mile, when his pony, which he 
had naméd Scamp, pricked up his ears. 

“Some one is coming—yes, | shear hoofs, and they are 
in a hurry, and. more.than one.’ 

The next moment there dashed into sight four masked 
men. 

They were riding hard, and their horses showed that 
they had been kept at a speedy gait for some distance. 

“The Don and his imps—masks don’t fool me a little 
bit,” muttered the youth. * 

A moment more and they had halted, while one called 
out: 

“Ho, Wild Kid, did you see two men pass along this 


| trail re 


“Yes, Don Trego. One was Panama, and the other 
was a large, splendid-looking man.” 
“You call me Don?” 
“Yes, for I’m onto you, and Juan and the two Cop- 


pers. Masks don’t go with me, Don Trego, and i didn’t 
know you sported them. Thought only bad men did 
that.” 


“We had a purpose for wearing thein, for that fine- 
looking man, you speak of has killed two men at my 
ranch and has Panama a prisoner.” 

“Pan did look tied up.” 

“How far ahead of us are they, Kid?” 

“Well, I should say too far for you to catch them, for 
it’s been over an hour since I met them, and the big man 
was pushing his hoofs for all they wére worth.” 

“Caramba!” ejaculated the Don, and Juan echoed the 


oath, while Wild Kid said innocently : 


“Tf it is so important for you to overtake him, Don, T’ll 
lend you my pony, for he’s fresh, and your horse could 
never do it.” 

“We took the wrong trail, and had to cross from the 
other one to this, and have pushed our horses too hard. 

“Juan, we must give it up, for they’d reach El Monte 
before we could head them off. But you, Wild Kid, can 
do something for me if you will,” said the’ Don, 
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“You bet I will, for I have not forgotten the good 


suppers the senora gave me when t stopped at your 


ranch, Don.” 
“AT right. Come when you will, for you are. wel-: 
come. 


“In fact, Wild Kid, I’m anxious to have a talk with 
you some time, for there is money in it for both of us.” 

“Don't forget me in the deal, Don. But what can I 
do for you now ?” 

“Go on to El Monte and tell Brimstone Bill that Buft- 
falo Bill, the great scout of the Northwest, is the man 
that has Panama a prisoner,’and that he is not Fred 
\Williams, as he calls himself.” 

“Gee! but I’d like to see Buffalo Bill!” cried the boy, 
with enthusiasm... 

“You did see him, 
Panama.” 

“But how was I to know it then?” 

“Well, you’ll see him at El Monte, and you tell Brim- 
stone Bill that.I sént you to say that Buffalo Bill sto ped 
at my ranch last night, as did Panama, Mustang Matt 
and Hali-Breed Jose. 

“They had.a row of some kind to ‘settle, and Buffalo 
Bill killed Mott and Jose, and took Panataa a prisoner. 

“Of course, as [ knew Buffalo Bill was a Government 
officer, I could do nothing, but you tell Brimstone Bil 
who he is, and that he is in this country for scalps, but 
to keep it dark, for if they don’t know who he is they 


for he was the one you met with 


won't know him as an officer of the army, and so if. 


Fred Williams gets killed it will be his own fault for not 
saying who he was. | 

“Do you understand, Kid?” 

“You bet I do, and Tl tell Bill,” 

“All ri eu ; but remember you tell no one else but Brim- 
stone Biff that I sent you.’ 

“No one else but 3ill, Don?” 

“Well, if you have any big news to report come out 
to-morrow or next day to the Mission Ranch and let me 
hear it, for you will not forget it.” 

“You bet I won't,” and, wheeling his pony, Wild Kid, 
dashed back on the trail in a Swespity gallop, 


on 





CHAPTER XXII. 
THE THREAT, 


Wild Kid’ S expression would not have pleased the Don, 


could he have seen it, as he rode back on the trail. 


The youth kept up his rapid pace as long as he was in 
sight of the Don and those with him, and chen drew rein, 
eoing at a walk. 

When he reached the hills he halted Sait waited. 

He wished to see if the Don would change his mind 


‘and go on to El Monte himself, or send Juan. 


But, he soon felt convinced that he had left the mis- 
sion wholly i in his hands. 

Then he mounted and rode slowly away to the right, 
muttering to himself: 

“Well, it’s about time I had something to eat, for 
vesterday’ s dinner was my last wrestle with grub. 

“Now I’m glad I headed that gang off, for they’d have 


seen that the trail they were on led to ) the fort and guessed 


why, and maybe they could have headed seach Bill off 


? 
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somewhere bh mare riding, knowing the country as they - 


do. 

“Now I'll go to Ranch Lookout and tell Rico and Sable 
just what has happened, and when I’ve made up for lost 
time in eating, I'll mount Skip and make for El] Monte 
to tell Brimstone Bill. 

“Oh, yes; I'll tell him all the Don told me, but in my 
own way, and I know a Bill I’ll tell in the right way.” 


With this he urged his pony into a canter and kept 


him at it mile atten mile, 


At last he turned from the prairie toward a wooded: 


ridge, and just after noon came upon a little house nest- 
ling away under a cliff that ended abruptly at the prairie 


that, spread out like the ocean from its base. 


There was a log cabin of two rooms, 
with a stockade corral behind it. 

A spring flowed out of the cliff, and had been turned 
to run through the corral, which was a couple of acres 
in size. 

Along the front of the house was a brush shelter forme 
ing a piazza, and from there the country around could 
be seen from three sides for miles. 


stoutly built, and 


On the prairie the other side of the ridge were a herd» 


of a couple of hundred cattle feeding and two dozen or, 


more ponies, 


Lying before the door of the cabin was a huge dea = 


that arose as the youth rode up, while upon the cliff, fifty 


feet above the little home, was a match for the savage 


brute below. 
The latter seemed to be on watch, for he kept his 
eyes continually roying around the country, and though 


- the yeuth had come along the base of the range, the point 


of lookout had enabled him to see him when a long dis- 
tance off. 

“Hoe, Catchem, aie are Rico and Sable?” said Wild 
Kid, as he dismounted at the corral gate. 


But as he spoke a dark-faced, slender youth came from 


behind the cabin and called out, with a slight Spanish 
accent to his English: 


“Ho, Kid, I’m awful glad to see you, for we were 


| getting anxious about you. © 


“Watch signaled you coming half an hour ago, and 

Sable will soon have dinner ready.” 
‘“T’m glad, Rico, for I have had nothing since I cooked 

ay own dinner in the mountains yesterday, but I won’t 
complain, for I’m loaded to the muzzle with news,” and 
Wild Kid turned his horse loose as he spoke, while the 
young Mexican, who had a handsome face, that’ only 
his black mustache kept from being effeminate, said: 

“And I have news for you, for Major Brasher, Dr. 
Delmar and half a dozen cowboys from the latter’s ranch 
were here after you this morning.” 

“What did they want with me, Rico?” quietly asked 
the youth. 

“They said that you had put up a game to ae 
to kidnap Lady Beauty, so you might gain favor by a 


supposed rescue, and pretending to ‘kill one of the men, | 


while the other two escaped.” 
“Ts that the latest lie. against me, Rico?” 
youth, while a bitter smile crossed his face. 
“Yes, and they came after you, they said, to take you to 


asked the 


_El Monte ee have the W igilantes take you in charge.” 


- 


“) m going to El Monte to-mntgnt, sO they can find me 


if I’m wanted, Rico.” 


“Tt told them that you were away, hadi gone to Hacienda 
del Norte day before yesterday, with some ponies to sell, 


and should have been back last night; but that if you 


had met the Senorita Brasher and rescued her from kid- 
napers, it was no sham rescue, as I would vouch for.” 
“What did they say then! 2 
“That they wanted you to know they were aware of 
your trick to win favor with the senorita and her father, 
and they would drop the matter with a warning that 


you would get into trouble if you ever went near Idle- 


rest Ranch, or spoke to her again. 


rat was Dr. Delmar who did all the talking and threat 


; ening.’ 


oy thought so; but I should have thought the dead 


- man, El Monte Ed, would prove that it was no sham 


rescue, as well as Lady Beauty’s report of it.” 
“Doc Delmar said no one was killed, that he and his 
‘men went to the scene and nobody was there, and that 


the man fell at your fire, pretending to be shot, while, 
of course, he said that I was in it with you, and our two 


_ tanch pards, Merton Calder and Ham Goldsby.” 


Rico, I'll tell you now that Texas is not large enough 
for that Dr. Duke Delmag: and me to live in. One of 


us must quit,” said Wild Kid, with deep feeling. 


—— 





CHAPTER XXII, 
ABOUT EL MONTE AND ITS PEOPLE. 


Ere more was said between Wild Kid and the young’ 
_ Mexican, a negro youth came from behind the cabin, 
whence an odor of broiling venison and coffee had been 


waited for some time. 


- 
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The negro was of stout build, had an intensely black 


face, teeth as white as milk and large, expressive eyes. 


He was of stout build, and seemed fond of dress, for 
he wore a Mexican jacket, buckskin leggings, stuck in 
top boots, and a sombrero embroidered in silver, and 
with a stuffed rattlesnake around it as a cord. 

“Lor’, Mars’ Kid, I mor’n glad to see you back, for 
we was beginnin’ ter worry “bout yer. 

“But dinner is all ready, and I guesses you is hungry, 


so come right along, for I knows senor is ready and ¥ 


allers is.’ 

Wild Kid grasped the hand of the negro aviay and they 
went to a sheltered nook behind the cabin and under 
the cliff,*where a fire burned, and a rude table and seats 
were set beneath a shelter. 

Wild Kid needed no urging to eat, and ‘the appetite 
he had brought with him was a surprise to both Rico 

Sanchez and ‘Sable. 

But provisions were plentiful in Lookout Ranch, and 


_ Sable was only too glad to see Wild Kid eat, helping him 


bountifully. 
The story of the youth’s adventures, from his returning 


Brasher, to his leaving the Don and his party, whom 


he had turned back from the pursuit of Buffalo Bill, was 
all told to his Mexican and negro pards, the two listen- 
- ing with the deepest interest. 


“Well, Kid, you have‘had a time of it, and I only wish 


_ I had been along, forJ would so have liked to see But- 


/ 
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{alo Bill, whom you have served so well, and of whom 
I have heard so much.” 

“You'll see him before long, Rico, for he will come 
by here with me day after to-morrow, when I meet him.” 

“But do you really intend to. ae to El Monte to-night, 
Kid?” 

“Ves.” ° a“ 

“Better not, Mars’ Kid, for I recomember what dem 
fellers is there—I doesn’t like ’em a little tiny bit, and 
they don’t like yout.’ 

“That’s all right, Sable, but I wish to go particularly, 


to get on the trail of certain things I have in mind, and 


which [ll call on all of you to help, 1 me in rien I am 
ready to act.” 

“T had better go to El] Monte with you, Kid.” 

“No, Rico, it* will be best,for me to go alone, espe- 
cially as I bear a message from Don Trego to Brimstone 


a and I’ll start pretty soon.” 


_ Ten minutes after, mounted upon a fresh pony, and 
one equally as good as Scamp, he started off on his ride 
of twenty-five miles to El Monte, the settlement made up 
of a few stores, a couple of blacksmith and wagon ‘repair 


shops, a dozen drinking and gambling saloons, a’ com- 


a 


- from the Hacienda del Norte, and rescue of Marie 


bined schoolhouse, courtroom, church and public hall, 
which -had been the scene of deadly encounters, with a 
score of log-cabin houses and an alleged hotel. 

The regular dwellers in El Monte numbered some three 
hundred souls, the “floating population,” of wagon train 
people, emigrants passing through, ranchers and cow- 
boys, with a mingling of itinerant gamblers and fugitives 
from justice more than doubling the number of those 
who were proud to call themselves El Monteites. 

With half a hundred ranches within. a radius of as 
many miles, and employing from two to twenty cowboys 
each, El Monte had a large number to draw upon in the 
way of frequenters of its saloons, and they were wont 
to make things lively there at times, and keep the place 

“on the jump,’ so to speak, from noon until “davbreak. 

It was Wild Kid’s wish to reach El Monte after night- 
fall. 

He considered it safer, as Just then he Was anxious to 
avoid trouble. 

He was never before afraid to go there at any dine. 
for Wild Kid was not one to avoid danger, and he had 
made his mark even in such a community as that of El 


7 M onte. 


Who the boy was no one there knew, and he often 
said that he did not himself know ; that he was a product 
of the prairie, like a weed, and just grew, but whether 
he told the truth in this nobody could say. 

He had been known in El Monte for four years, stop- 
ping there with a number of people from a°wagon train 
that had been terribly cut up in a fight with Indians. 

The boy wrote a good hand, was bright, quiet, and got 
work in the hotel as clerk, being cashier of a gambling 
saloon at night. 


His first display of “border talent” had’ been when a 
couple of roughs tried to rob him, and he shot one dead. 
and held the other up, the Vigilantes hanging him an 
hour after. 

Then he had distinguished: himself by taking the part 
of Sable, the negro boy, whom some desperadoes were — 


torturing for fun, and in the stand-up fight that followed. 


os 
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the boy won the aartarse of all by his nerve and deadly 
aim. 

On another occasion he took sides with ‘two youths, 
Merton Calder, and Ham Goldsby, who had come to 
Texas to seek a fortune, and he helped them out of a 
very ugly scrape, as afterward he aided Henrico San- 
chez, whom he called Rico. 

Giving up his clerkship, he had: gone off beyond the 
-border of the settlement proper and started a ranch, with 
Rico Sanchez and the negro Sable as his pards, and he 
had prospered. | 

Thrice had he warned the settlement of a raid by the 
Renegades of the Rio Grande, and again saved the 
ranches from being surprised by Indians, for he was 
constantly on the trail, being a devoted hunter of large 
game. 

Ever ready with his revolver, if einoned on, a stre 


winner if he gambled, utterly fearless, suspected of many . 
crimes he was guiltless of, Wild Kid gained the name of. 


a young terror and desperado, and those allied with him, 
and’who called themselves Boy Ranchers, were regarded 
by many as no more than a band of young outlaws. 

It was just as dark had'set in that the Boy Rancher saw 
the lights of El] Monte loom up ahead, and soon after he 
rode into the corral of the Lone Star Hotel. 





CHAPTER XXIV. 
WILD KID VISITS GOLD 


El Monte was in full blast when Wild Kid rode into 
the corral of the Lone Star’ Hotel, the latter being a 
-rambling structure of adobe, which at one time in the dim 
past had been a mission house. 

About it was a thick growth of timber, evidently 
planted by the good padres of generations before, and 
scattered along the one street, or trail, that ran through 
the place were. the stores, saloons and cabin homes of the 
citizens. 

| OF on the prairie on either side were the stockade 

orrals where horses and cattle were kept for sale, and 
ecg the stream that ran around the hill or mount, upon 
which the settlement was located, and from which it took 
its name, were the ruins of a fort built by the United 
States troops back in the fifties, and here was the camp- 
ing ground of army and emigrant trains passing through. 

The story had already been told in El Monte of the 
attempted kidnaping of Major Brasher’s beautiful daugh- 
ter. and her rescue by the Wild Kid, but following upon 
the news had quickly come the report that it was a fake 
affair gotten up by the Boy sbi to win the regard of 
Lady Beauty. 

There were some who believed the eeport of a fake 
_yescue, others who did not, for be the faults of the Wild 
Kid what they might, ne was not,one to seek cheap s1toto- 
riety. 

E1 Monte Ed 


MINE SALOON. 


a uel citizen of the place, was said to 


have been killed by the boy, but yet if it was not true, 


the man did not show up, though his friends said he had 
gone northward with a large herd of cattle. 

It was certain, however, that the body of the man said 
to have been killed could not be found, hor could his 
horse, while the two with him were not known. 

What Lady Beauty said of the afiair could not ie 


Rasa rae 


o 
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learned, though Dr. Delmar, the man who had the in- 
side track in her regard, it was believed, dsserted that 
Miss Brasher believed that the man who fell at Wild. 
Kid’s shot was playing ‘possum, the others running off 
to carry out the boy’s plot, to get the credit of a daring 
rescue. 

It was while the affair was still being discussed in the 
“Gold Mine,” the most popular eambling den in El 
Monte, that Wild Kid appeared, strolling into the 
crowded place in his free-and-easy way, and glancing 
about as though anxious to find some one. 

‘“There’s the fake hero now, Doc,” said a large man, 
with long, fiery-red hair and beard falling to his waist, 
who was standing by a table where two others were play- 
ing cards with a large pile of money up as the stakes. __ 

One of these men was a Mexican who was said to be 


-an army officer and very rich, and who often crossed the 


river to visit El Monte to: gamble. 

‘He had a dark, refined face, and seemed to enjoy play- 
ing, which was a passion with him, though he almost 
invariably was a loser. 

He was known in Ei Monte as El Capitan, but at Major 
Brasher’s ranch, where he visited when coming across 
upon Texan soil, he was called Captain Miguel Munoz, — 
and, if Dr. Duke Delmar was not his rival, many thopent © 


hat he would be the favorite suitor for te hand of Ladv 


Beauty. 
_ His cornpanion now at the card-table, and to whom the — 
red-headed and bearded man had spoken when Wild Kid 
entered, was Dr. Delmar. 

He was one who might more readily be taken for a 


. clergyman, for his handsome face was clean shaven, his 
hair clustered in short ringlets about his temples, he wore 


gold-rimmed eyeglasses and dressed in black broadcloth, 
well-polished top boots, with silver spurs and a slouch hat. 
His frock coat was open, however, and beneath it was 
a belt of arms, and he had more than once shown that 
he knew how to use them. | | 
He was a fine surgeon and physician, and generally 


popular, while he owned a large ranch and was rich, for 


he added to his income by being a most successful gam- 
bler, 

Though rivals, the doctor and Captain Miguel Munoz 
were devoted friends. ¥ 
Glancing up at Wild Kid when Brimstone Bill, the 
man with fiery-red hair and beard attracted his attention 

to him, he said: 


“Ti see him later. Now I’m playing for big money.” 


CHAPTER XXVPi ‘ue: 

SHOT FOR SHOT. = “S" *’ 

Something of a hush fell upon the room as Wild ‘Kid 
entered. 

All felt. that a had made a mistake in coming Here. 
for he would be accused of putting up a fake rescue of _ 
Lady Beauty, and he was not one to submit to. ridicule. 

Brimstone Bill was known as the friend of El Monte 


Ed, whom, it was said, Wild Kid had either killed or — 


bribed to play ‘possums for his sake, and the aforesaid: 
» William had justly won the prefix of Brimstone to his 
name. 


’ He was the most dreaded man in the settlement, and 
one who was a dead shot and full of nerve. 

When Wild Kid caught sight of him, he walked 
praighs up to him and said in a low tone. 
' “lve got a message for you, Brimstone Bill.” 

~The man had never liked. the youth, and he now said 
with a sneer: 
: “From my friend Ed whom you claim to have Ixilled, 
Is pose: e 
: “No; it is from your fr ‘ends Mustang Matt and Half- 
Breed Jose,” was the cool reply, and ‘the boy looked 
juickly from the face of Brimstone Bill to that of Dr. 
Delmar. 
- He saw the start of the former and the quick look that 
Dr. Delmar gave, followed by a sign that no one else 
caught. 


Mt 








































‘g “AN right, young feller, I takes mighty leetle stoak in 
A as ter say. 
“I don’t ask you to take any stock in me, Brimstohe 
Bill, and don’t care for your love or hatred; but I was 
se it to you, and if you care to hear what I have to say 
an follow me outside.” 
| eay ‘ll gd-yer,”” and another strange look passed between 
FBrimstone Bill and Dr. Delmar, the latter ur rging the 
fi an to go, as Wild Kid interpreted it. 
 “Do,not go, Senor Beel, for he weel you assassinate,” 
talled out Captain Miguel’ Munoz, in a tone that all heard, 
a a silence followed tle words. 
_ Instantly Wild Kid faced him, and said: 
“KI Capitan, none but a coward wots give such an 
Rasuit.” 


he did so, and, with a savage oath, upsetting the table . 
and spilling the money, while the crowd scatter ed in al 
Mirections out of the line of fire. 


Wild Kid did not move, and even at such a moment 

he seemed to see the ridiculous side. of the affair in the 

men timbling over each other, and laughed. 

a But, as the Mexican got to his feet, revolver in hand, 

Wild Kid had his weapon ready, and seeing that the man 

: Riended to kill him, he touched the trigger a second in 

\dvance of his foe. 

vit was enough, for it saved his life, his shot striking 
e Mexican in the left side, while the latter’s bullet cut 

Mhrogh the rim of Wild Kid’s hat. 

> Dr. Delmar caught the Mexican in his arms as he stag- 

gt gered back, and cried: 

*Vou have done for him, boy. 

Paccin came the boy’s reckless laugh, 


Pll see you later.” 
and then the 


a 6 you said before Bee. No time like the present.” 
: Whatever Dr. Delmar would have done, a quickly whis- 
pered word from Bs one Bill | checked him, and he 


in he Hone Seni Hotel. 


Wild Kid had replaced his weapon, but Tia his 
gt ound, until Brimstone Bill grasped him by the arm and - 
whispered : 


. _ “Come with me, boy, or the Vigilantes will hang yer 
oY p. 7 . 


a+ ~— 


ae 
ae 


aa 
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but they won’t hang a boy for a killing a man who 
insulted him, and fought a fair stand-up fight.” 


yer said?” 
and Half-Breed Jose for fr 


the two walked away out of earshot from any one nearby. 


ou, but if my pards has sent you to me Tl hear what yer the quiet response of the boy. - ‘ 


' The Mexican sprang to his feet, drawing a weapon as. 


i “No : the Vigilantes may hale mistakes now and then, 
i. hays r 
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“He did start it, that’ sa fact. But yer wants ter see me, 
and Brisnstone Bill seemed a trifle nervous. 
As Wild Kid moved toward the door some one shouted 


out that he had only defended himself, and called for a. 
cheer, and Brimstone ‘Bill joined in the rousing shout 
that followed. 


“Now, boy pard, what ee yer from Mustang’ Matt 
?” asked Brimstone Bill, as 


“Don Trego sent me to tell you that they were both 


dead, of 


‘Phe man nach staggered under the blow, ad cried, - 


in a hoarse voice: 


“What kilt “em ?” 


“Buffalo Bill, the great scout of the Northwest,” was 


CHAPTER XXVI._ 
WILD ‘KID LEARNS SOMETHING. 


, The words of the youth seemed to impress Brimstone 
Bill strangely, for he muttered to himself over and over: 

“Dead! and Matt knew the secret only. I’ve been a 
fool, for El Monte Ed is dead!’ 

“Yes, Brimstone Bill, I killed El Monte Ed, as you 


know ; but he was masked, as were also Matt: and Jose, 
and all I saw were three men with their hands on Lady 


Beouty, so { acted just as you would have done if you had 


vot then known how it all was, and was not in the secret 


of who they were, and st upposed they were raiders from 
yer the Rio Grande. 
pe ‘But when I saw who El Monte Ed was, then I did not 
understand just what to do, after seeing Lady Beauty 
home, L came back to take theif trail, thinking from all I 
knew, they had gone to the Mission Ranch. 
“And they had, and Panama too, and they found there 


Buffalo Bill, and he was on his way to El Monte.” 


“Coming here?” criéd Brimstone Bill, in alarm. 

Mes,” and in the same manner, feeling his way for 
points and trying to trap Brimstone Bill, Wild Kid con- 
tinted ; 

“They planned—Panama, Matt and Jose—to down Buf- 
falo Bill, whom they had not seen, but they knew he was 
there. 

“You see, Panama, who had ‘been a soldier in the 
Northwest, ‘akoemiead him, and they planned to catch 
him asleep; but he didn’t sleep, and saw them coming, so 
killed’ Matt and Jose, and took Panama alive.” 

“The deuce he did! 

“T would not believe any man alive, not even Buffalo 
Bill, could get the best of those three men,” and in his ex- 
citement Brimstone Bill had dropped his dialect and in-— 
correct way of speaking. : 

“Well, he did, and he’s gone off with Bee to the 
fort.” ; 

“My God! can he not be headed ?” 

“No; for I tracked hirn, and he’s there now.’ 

“And he'll: come back with a troop of eis to back 


him ?” 


“No, I guess not, for, you see, he goes as Fred Wil- 
liams, and was only recognized by ‘Panama, 


\ 


“Tle has come here. on some secret service, and oe 


coine into E] Monte alone, you bet!” 
“Then he goes under right here, for we can fix it.” 


“You see, T was with the Don, Juan. and the peons = 


his trail, and the Don sent me or to tell you. 

“But Major Brasher and Doc Delmar were hunting me, 
so I had to keep in hiding and was late; but I determined 
to put you on your guard against Buifalo Bill, as the Don 
asked me to do, so I braved. trouble with the Doc and 
came here to-night, and yet I cdbhinto | it with both feet, for 
I could not let Captain Munoz say what he did to me, and 
he did not know I was one of you, I guess, or Doc Del- 


mar, either, and he says he’s got to settle with me after a 


while.” ~ 

“No, he won't, for I'll go right in and have a talk with 
him, and tell him you come from the Don, who vouches 
for you.” : 
em guess the Doc would like to have a talk with you, 
for we want you, boy, and we didn’t just know how to take 
you and your gang.” 

“What made the Doc say that was a fake rescue of Lady 
Beauty, and cart El Monte’s body off to prove it?” “ 

“Had to, Wild Kid, had to; Bit the Doc didn’t think you 
' could be trusted’ then, you se 

“Well, I can’ 

“T should think so; but I'll go in and see Doe Deimar 
and tell him the news you bring, for he knows Buffalo 
Bill, as I do, and we don’t want to see him stil we know 
just what to do.” 

“Well, you just tell Doc Delmar, if he’s got anythiue 
against me, !’m in the Gold Mine saloon and we can hat 
it out; but I’m not going to let him or any other man’ pat 
me up for a fool.” 


“You bet you won't, boy pard; but Pll fix it, and [. 


guess the Doc will want to see you. But Lordy! how vou 
did scatter the money in yonder, and call.on El Capitan 
to hand you his chips—for [guess he’s cashed ‘em in. 

“But Pll see the Doc, but “don’t get into, another row, 
for we need you, Wild Kid.” 

“Ail right,” and while Brimstone Bill he 
Lone Star, Wild Kid sauntered into the Gold Mine, where 
_ail was in full swime once more, as a tragedy in’ their 
midst made but litéde impression on the men gathered 
there. 

“T guess I’ve learned something, and I’m on the trail to 
learn more,” muttered Wild Kid'as he entered the saloon, 
where he was greeted with a shout by some of his ad- 
mirers and a scowl by those who did not like him. 


CHAPTER XXVII. 


> 
THE DYING MEXICAN. 


fot 2 tL 
Refusing a score of invitations to “take something,” 
for Wild ‘Kid never drank anything, never touched tp- 





bacco or uttered an oath, in spite of his wild life, he 


walked up to a table where a half dozen men were gam- 
bling heavily, and took a seat that gave him equal command 
of the two doors, in case Dr. Delmat should return to 
carry out his threat to “see him later.” 

He had not been there very long before Brimsto e Bill 


entered hastily, and called out: amare 
“Here, boy pard, I want you. No, gents, eae tno 
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= ne 


astened to the | 


son, who had heck lcidnaped | in youth, 


her death and soon after married an American lady. 
F 


fieht, but Gistaan for a aes man has Bs something to. 
say to the Wild Kid.” = - 


The crowd seemed disappointed, while Wild Kid walked : 


quickly to the door, and joined Brimstone Bill, who said: 
“I has seen Doc Delmar and it’s all right.” 


“He wants to talk with you later, Kid; but just now El | 


Capitan is crowdin’ along on his last trail, and he has got 


something to say ter yer, he says, and there’s no time ter 


lose. 
“Ver, see, I thought he wanted ter kill yer, but he hain’t 
got er weapon, and it’s something he wants ter git off his 
mild, so as ter let him lie easy in “ther grave.” : 
Brimstone Bill had hastened Wild Kid along to the 
room where El Capitan had been taken, and there lay the 
dying Mexican upon a cot. Dr. 
landlord and his wife, by his side. 
AS Re two entered the room Brim stone Bill called out 
cheerily 
“Hold on, Fl Capitan, he’s. here” | 
The Mexican muttered a prayer in Spanish, ae Dr. 
Delmar stepped forward, and extending his hand said i: ina 


low tone: 


“It's all right. between us, Wild Kid; we are pards.” 


Duke Delmar, the 


“Tf you say so,” was Wild Kid’s response, and Loe 


instant he stood by the man whom his bullet had brought, | 


Gown. * ‘ 


The pallor of death was already creeping over the face 
of Miguel Munoz, and he said, as he raised his hand with | 
an effort : 


“I brought it upon niyself, Wild Kid; and I forgive — 


you, as 1 hope you will fargive me, for I meant to kill goer 
—I hada reason more than others knew.” 

“Don't mention it, senor, for [ never hold ill will—y ou" 
played your card, and I held a winning hand. 

“What can I do for your 

“T wish to be alone with you.” 

Dr. Delmar led ail from the room, and, 
the cot, the youth heard what the Mexican had to tell) 3 

it was a lohe story of crime, of a 


and good name, who had. gone wrong because he lost | 


~ 


seated by 


the woman he had loved, and who had sought to Jall his _ 


. 
ITD 


Vie 


st 


: an American offccr, who. married the fair 
can, who kad discarded him, her cousin, 
Dismissed from the army, 
Oree 


VOTSE, 


of the Mexican band of the Renegades of 
But he heads 


Miguel Munoz. 


until he had become an outlaw, and was then chief 


ought revengeytpon his rival through his - 


years'to find his mother dead and to be told also that his 
‘American father had cruelly deserted his Mexican wife 

But Miguel Munoz had not then ended his revenge, 
for the hoy. taking his mother’s name, had been falsly ac- 


cused of crime of which he (Munoz) was guilty, and he~ 


had been foreed to fly trom Mexico. 


Mexien 
he had cone from bad" to: 


the Rio Grande. 


discovered after ~ 


Phat boy was then with ae Kid, known. as Henriedl 


Sanches, and the confession of Miguel Munoz, with the 
proofs he would give Wild Kid, would enable the young 
man-to return to Mexico and claim his just inheritance: 


But there was more to teil, and that was that the Ameri- 


can officer had not deserted: his Mexican wife, but had 
been led to believe that she had deserted him, all through 
the plotting of Miguel Munoz, and that he had learned of | 


iy . 


man born to. riches. 
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But Miduet Minos still dogged him with his revenge, 
for the two children of the American officer by his second 
-aarriage had been kidnaped from a fort on the Rio 
Grande, and the sorrowing parents. had never been able 
to find them since, nor could Munoz give any clew to them 
or their fate. 

Such was the confession of the dying Mexican, and 
Wild Kid promised that he would seek the American ofii- 
cer, then a colonel in the United States army, and Ssta- 

- tioned in the Northwest, and place before him the papers 
and proofs of the story told, and also let Henrico Sanches 
know of the fortune in storé for him. 

Calling Dr. Delmar and the others into the room, 
Wild Kid resumed his seat by the dying man, and there 
remained until the spark of life had fluttered away into 
boundless space. 


CHAPTER: XXEVitE 
THE MEETING. 


‘If Wild Kid was impressed by the remarkable scene 
through which he had passed with the man he had killed, 
hi g fice did not show it. 

a There rested upon his countenance the. same ki 
mined, reckless, half-biticr look natural to him, and he 
turned from the dead Mexican to have a talk with Br. 
— Delmar. 

ES With the latter he felt his way as cleverly as he had 

f with Brimstone Bill, and from what he got out of the 
‘jatter, then from the dying Mexican, and last from Dr. 


Delmar, he felt that he had material enough to act upon, 


and act he would. | 
He first expressed his determination to return to the 
_ Don, according to promise, and tell what he had done, as 
: ieserscotes, ana bear back the news of what the doctor and 
_ Brimstone Bill intended to do as regards Buffalo Bill’s 
coming to El Monte. 

A long talk was held, and then Dr. Delmar said: 
Fell the Don of the death of Munoz and how the kill- 
va ing of El Monte Ed. Mustang Matt and Haif-Breed Jose, 
A and the capture of Panama cut us down to himself, Juan, 
and the peons at the old mission, Brimstone Bill—four 

men here and myself, in El Monte, and you, Wild Kid, 
for I do not suppose we can count on Sanchez, now he 
is an heir, and there is no time for you to get Calder and 
Goldsby to help us. 
“But Brimstone and his men will go with me to head off 


| bush him in Black Rock Canyon. 

“If we miss him, why, we will come on to El Monte, 
and the Don and Juan and you must meet us here two 
; - nights hence, and we'll show that the great scout can be 
i ‘Killed as easily as any other man. 

“Now, vot will start back to-night, of Lace 
“Yes, Doc Delmar, at once; and if Rico Sanchez does 
not get the big head when he ‘hears of his fortune, he'll 
-come,,with me, ready for business. If you don’t down 





_. done in Ei Monte.” 

“Tt must be, for that man knows enough to hang ‘half 
of the men in El monte,’ was the emphatic reply. 
pals an hope after, having had a midnight Supp pt and 


a ieee. ; 


. Buffalo Bill on his return from the fort,.and we will am-' 


| Buffalo Bill on the trail at Black Rock, why, it can be. 
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with his pony well rested, Wild Kid was dashing along. 
direetly for his ranch. 

He arrived before dawn, his advent being signaled by 

“the barking of the two dogs. What he had to say was the © 
cause of three horsemen dashing away from Lookout 
. Ranch in the early gray of dawn, leaving the dogs only in 
charge, for the three were Wild. Kid, Henrico Sanchez 
and Sable. 

There was a led horse along, a ‘splendid animal, who 
carried. not even a saddle. 

The ride was a hard one, no halt being made, and 
several hours after sunrise they had ridden twenty-five 
miles and drew rein at a secluded spot on, the trail from 
ort Rio to E! Monte. 

There the horses were stripped of their saddles, as soon 
as Wild Kid had closely examined the trail, and the party 
partook of a cold breakfast. 

Hardly had they finished when hoof-falls were heard, 
and soon after a horseman appeared in sight, riding at a 
canter. 

lt was Buffalo Bill. 

He was ready to fight the instant he caught sight of 
the three youths, but, recognizing Wild Kid, he came on. 

“lm behind time, Wild Kid, for I was delayed by a 
brush with redskins a few miles back; but this is not 
where you were to meet me?’ 

“It’s a better place, as six men are haan in ambush for 
you at Black Rock Canyon, half a dozen miles ahead. 

“But Pve got lots to tell you, as secon as you know that 
this is my Mexican perd, Henrico Sanchez, and this is 
Sable, the boss of all the darktes I ever crossed the trail 
of. We are all here to fight it out with you, if you say 
the word, or to do just as you think best, for we are in it 
to stay.’ 

Buffalo Biil smiled, shook hands with the young Mexi- 
can and Sable and said: 

“T think it is for you to say, Wild Kid, from all I have 
thus far seen of you. 

“Now, what is the racket? spit it out and I’tl know wat 
to do,” and the four sat down for a talix. 


f 





CHAPTES XXX, 
THE FIGHT TO THE FINISH. 


Buffalo Bill iistened attentively to the whole s story Wild 
Kid had to tell, of his meeting with Don Trego and his 
party, and how he had played his cards; of the visit ‘to 
his ranch and ride to El Monte; of the duel with Captain 
Miguel Munoz, the dying confession and his talk with 
Brimstone Bill and Dr. Delmar, ending with: 

“Now I told you, Chief Cody, not to trust Dr. Del- 
mar, and I meant it, for I’ve long had an idea he was 
playing a double game, though I could not spot him. 

“The major is not bad, I think, but the Doc has a pull 


* on him of some kind, to make him do as he says. 


“Dr. Delmar, in my opinion, is chief of the Ameri- 
can band of Renegades of the Rio Grande, with Brimstone 
Bill as his right hand man, Don Trego and his gang as 
allies, and four men in El Monte as members, Panama 
being secured, and El Monte Ed, Mustang Matt, and 
Half-Breed Jose having passed in their chips. 

“The Docs Brimstone Bill, and four others are laying 
ae you, and if they miss you the Don and his gang are 


ee 
: 
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to meet them in E] Monte and do you up there, so my idea 
is that you go home with us, send Sable here on this led 
horse’to the fort for a troop to come to El Monte, arriving 
at a certain time. We will all be on hand to go in with 
them and bag the game.” 

“Right you are, Wild Kid, and I'll write a note at once 
for Sable to carry to Colonel Gibbons, at Fort Rio; then 
we'll meet the troop and just take El Monte in to-morrow 
night.” 

The note was written, Sable saddled up Hie led horse, 
and with his own following ive a change, started with all 
speed for Fort Rio. 

After his departure the scout and his two boy backers 
mounted, and under the guidance of Wild Kid they 
started for Lookout Ranch, 

Leaving the hills, they were crossing the prairie, when 
suddenly they saw a party of horsemen dash over a rise. 

Both parties halted, and Wild Kid said, coolly: 

“It’s all up, for it’s: Doc Delmar and his gang, six of 
them, and they see us.’ 

“They were late in getting into Black Rock, which lies 
four miles west of them.” 

“Then it’s a fight at two to one, boys—or is it a race?” 
asked Buffalo Bill, with a smile. 

“T’d rather fight than run any day,” 
marked. | 

“T’ve fought odds all my life, Chief,” said Henrico San- 
chez. 

“Well, then, young pards, we'll make forts of our 
horses and fight it out. Here they come!’ 

With a word and a touch on the legs, Buffalo Bill’s 
horse dropped down flat on the prairie, he having left his 
pack animal at Fort Rio, as his base of operations. 

The ponies of the two boy rangers obeyed the command 
of their riders, and lay down also, and the three dropped 
behind the horses, resting their rifles over their saddles, 
for the six men were coming rapidly forward now, having 
recognized Buffalo Bill, and also that, as they meant to 
fight, Wild Kid had trapped them. 

“Buffalo Bill was upon the right, Henrico Sanchez next 
to him and Wild Kid on‘ the left, as they waited their 
coming foes, two to one against them. 

The attacking party began to fire at long range, their 
rifles, however, doing no damage, but when Buffalo. Bill 
leveled his weapon he said, quietly : 

“T’ll reduce the majority, boys.” 

With the crack of his rifle Brimstone Bill fell from his 
saddle, and as the party, finding the superior range of 
the scout’s weapon, turned to fly, a second shot brought 
down Dr. Delmar’s horse, the death-stricken animal 
rearing, and falling backward upon his rider. 

“Up, boy rangers, and at them! It is our time to strike 
now !” 
not rise. 


Even as he uttered the vias there came a shout in 
their rear, and there the three beheld Sable, guiding a 
troop of cavalry. | 

Instantly the troop deployed into a long line, and the 
four outlaws found themselves hemmed in; but, trying to 
break through, were at once shot down. 

“Colonel Gibbons was anxious about you, Cody, so 
sent me with my troop to follow you to El Monte, and, 
meeting your black courier, as your letter was open, i 


Wild Kid re- 
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‘for I killed one, and Dr. Delmar is badly hurt by his 


horse he died, and with the other dead man was taken on 
to El Monte, while Captain Plummer, led by Wild Kid 


cried Buffalo Bill, as he saw that the doctor did 


read it, so he led us right back on your trail,” explained 
Captain Plummer, as he met Buffalo Bill. 
“You were in time to catch the whole outfit here, sir, 







horse falling upon him, I see; but these, my Boy Rangers, 
will guide you to Don Trego’ S Mission Ranch, where four 
more of the outlaws await capture,” said Buffalo Bill. 

Dr, Duke Delmar was found to be mortally hurt, but 
he would utter no word other than curses upon Wild Kid, 
who appeared not to heed them in the least. 

An hour after he had been crushed by the fall of his 


and Henrico Sanchez, and ‘accompanied by Buffalo Bill 

and a dozen soldiers, went on to the Mission Ranch, where 

the Don, finding the game was up, shot himself. : 
Juan, being: absent with one of the peons, escaped, and 

the other peon was killed, while the senora, professing | 

ignorance of her husband’s and son’s evil life, declared she 

would remain still at we ranch with the Indian woman. 
And she did. 





CHAPTER XXX, 
CONCLUSION. 3 ee 


The soldiers camped that night at the Mission Ranch, 
and, for the sake of the woman, the Don was decently 
buried, Buffalo Bill promising to send out from El Monte’ 
a couple of cowboys to care for the cattle and place. a 

On the way.to El Monte they halted at Lookout Ranch, . 
and saw how the Boy Rangers lived, Sable exerting him- ) 


5 , 


self to set before'the party a splendid dinner. 


From there the troopers were sent on into El Montell 
while Captain Plummer, Buffalo Bill, Wild Kid and Hen-_ 
rico Sanchez started for the ranch of Dr. Delmar. 

That the doctor was all that was bad—that he was lead- 
ing a double life, they had ample proof of from what Wild 
Kid knew, but no one at his home seemed to be aware 
that he was other than he professed to be. ! 

The home was a comfortable one, well stocked, and 
he had there everything to make him contented with life 
if he had not possessed.a heart of evil. 

Among his papers were found documents which proved 


_ that he had always led a wild and sinful life, and had fled 


from his boyhood home on account of forgery and other 
crimes, though he had graduated in medicine high in his 
class, and would have made an honored name for hima 
but for the streak of bad he had in his nature. 

Enough was also discovered from his papers to. sho 
that the hold he held upon Major Brasher was one o ei 
fear. The major had killed a man long years before, 
under circumstances of justifiable homicide, but with only 
one person to prove this. 

That one was the father of Duke Delmar, and, hating | 
the major, for some cause, he allowed him to become a 
fugutive. 

The elder Delmar’s papers fell into the son’s hands, and 
thus Duke Delmar held the secret, and thus compelled the 
major to consent to his attentions to his daughter, the 
beautiful Marie. 

That the major knew Dr. Delmar as he really was, 
all felt sure was not the casé; particularly was Wiid Kid 
convinced of this fact, 


these facts, as Major Brasher had once been an honored 


officer of the army, 


From the Delmar ranch they solic over to Idlerest, 
Wild Kid acting as guide, © 

It was a surprise to Major Brasher, his wife and Lady 
Beauty, when they saw Wild Kid coming to the ranch, 
accompanied by the splendid- looking scout and an army 
officer. 

They were in ignorance of the happenings of the past 


forty-eight hours, and the major looked suspiciously at 
‘Wild Kid, while both Mrs. Brasher and Marie stepped 


forward and greeted him warmly. 
Nothing abashed, Wild Kid did the “introduction act,” 
as he called it, and presented Captain Plummer and But- 


 falo Bill to the major and the ladies. 


Buffalo Bill was well known to all bir name, while 
Captain Plummer was known to be a distinguished young 
officer at Fort Rio, so they received a warm welcome. 

It fell upon Captain Plummer to tell of the late happen- 
ings, and all noticed the start of pleasure Major Brasher 
gave as he was informed of the death of Dr. Delmar. 


As-for Marie, she did not change coantenance—a proof 


~ that she was not in love with the wicked man. 
That it was Dr. Delmar who had planned the kidnap- 


‘ing of Marie, to force her into a secret marriage with him, 


came out, and also that the proofs existed of the major’s 


having killed the. man he had slain purely in self-defense. 
Then it was Buffalo Bill’s time to say a word, and he 


a reported that he had letters to the major and also to Dr. 


- Delmar—that he had come to Texas upon a double mis- 


sion, one being to track certain deserters from the army 


be ouilty of other crimes, and that in Panama, Brimstone 
Bill, and Mustang | Matt he had found the men he sought. 


His other mission was to look up the children of Cap-. 


tain Kidd Poisal, stolen in their younger years. 


One of them he was sure he had found, from all he 


_could learn of him and his past, in the waif of the prairies, 


bs known as Wild Kid, the Texan Terror. 


The girl he had yet to discover. 
With a glance at his wife, Major Brasher then i 
“IT must tell the truth, sir, for. the daughter of Colonel 


Kidd Poisal is before you, in this young lady, supposed 
_ to be our own child. We bought her irom a Mexican 


womdn when she was a very little girl. »She had a little 


| brother, as we then knew, but we took only the girl, and 


now a resemblance that has often struck us is explained, 
"far Wild Kid, there, is Marie’s brother, beyond a doubt,” 
It would be hard to tell of what followed, all being ex- 
cited save Wild Kid, who presently remarked: 
“If Colonel Kidd Poisal was the father of Lady Beauty 
and myself, then Rico is our half-brother, for his father 
bore the same name and was first married to a Mexican 
lady, Senorita Rita Sanchez, as Captain Miguel Munoz 


~ told me in his dying confession. 


“We are getting located and labeled all around, but, 


_ much’ as I like Sable, I’ll draw the line at haying him 


tabbed as one of the family, and I guess Lady eo and 


| Rico are with me there.” 
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- Captain Plummer and Buffalo Bill were glad to learn 


- the sister and two brothers, so strangely met, 


ea 


‘It was not hard to induce the party to remain all night 
at Idlerest Ranch, and a very pleasant evening was spent, 
getting ac- 
quainted, while handseme and young Captain Plummer 
was congratulating himself that the Boy Rangers were 
really the brothers of the beautiful “Belle Marie.” 

The next morning the party of men all rode to El 
Monte, and the story of the doctor’s double life and the 
fate of the Renegades of the Rio Grande became known., 

El Monte at once put on an air of virtue, and, when 
the troop, under Captain Plummer, started for the fort, 
there was talk of sending for a parson to come,and do 
missionary work there. 

As Henrico Sanchez was in no é hurry to claim his for- 
tune, he consented to return to the Northwest with Buf- 
falo Bill and Wild Kid, and the three set off together one 
fine morning. 

There at the fort, where Buffalo Bill was chief of. 
scouts, the boys found their father, colonel commanding, 


_ and he was, in truth, very much pleased to hear Cody’s 


good story of them, and said, upon their return, he would 
go with them to Texas. 

This he did, and the meeting between father and daugh- 
ter was, as we may well infer, an affecting one, and it was 
decided, as the colonel was a man of ample means, that 
Marie should ,remain at Idlerest Ranch until he had gone 
East and found a home for them all, as he intended to re- 
tire from the service and enjoy his later years in the so- 
ciety of the children from whom a crtel fate had so long 
kept him apart. 

While he went East, Kid Poisal, Jr., as we must now 
call Wild Kid, and Henrico Poisal went to Mexico to- 
gether, where the later received his inheritance without ¢ a 
word being raised against it. 

So it was that a year after the meeting df Buffalo Bill 
and. his Boy Rangers, the scout again crossed their trail, 
this time in the elegant home in the East of Colonel Poi- 
sal, to which the great scout had been invited as a special 
guest for an especial occasion—which was the marriage 
of Belle Marie to Captain Plummer. 

As for the two youths, they had given up their wild 
life, and; with Sable for a valet to both, they were content 
to live a quiet but eminently useful existence in the East, 
few who knew them ever dreaming of the eventful career | 
they had led in the Lone Star State in years gone by. 


THE END. 


Next week’s isstte (No. 82) will contain “Buffalo Bill’s 
Water Trail; or, Foiling the Mexican Bandit.” 

The scout trailed an outlaw by water. 

If you want to know how he did it read next week’s 
issue. 

You will find it one of the finest stories ent i ever read 


\ X 


= / 


For rules and list of prizes, see 





The No. 1 Dream Contest ends in this number. 
It has been immensely successful. igs 

The names of prize-winners will be announced in, three weeks, 
A new one begins this week. _ | 





: 
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Incriminating Evidence. 
(By J. W. Walker,,Race Pond, Ga.) 


The dream which.I shall attempt to record occurred 
about two years ago. At that time I was'‘studying teleg- 
‘raphy under a friend of mine, who was agent for the Cen- 
tral of Georgia Railway in a small North Georgia town. 
As winter was drawing near, I purchased a couple of suits 
of heavy winter underwear. I was highly pleased with 
them. They were of a kind of dull pearl-gray shade, ar- 
tistically stitched with pink silk floss. But to my disap- 


pointment, when I tried them on they were entirely too. 


small to be worn by me with any degree of comfort: I 
had retired after the first day’s wear and fell asleep while 
trying to think up some plan to dispose of them to some of 
the darkies living in the village, when I had the following 
dream : Poe ! 

I dreamed that I was in a nearby city,,and that for some 
‘offense, which I could not in my dream recall, the police 
were after me. Upon finding that I was shadowed by the 
police I decided to skip, if possible, and get out of the city 
aid catch my train at a small station some two miles away. 
I had almost reached the corporate limits of the city and 
was already congratulating myself upon giving them the 
slip when two cops walked hurriedly ot from a cross 
street just ahead of me and made directly for me. 

_ There was no mistaking that I was the man they were 
after. I saw it was impossible to elude them, so I de- 
cided to show a bold front and try my hand at bluffing. 

When they came up and asked me if I wasn’t Mr. So- 
and-So+giving my correct name—I denied that I was the 
man, when one of the officers produced a paper from his 
pocket and proceeded to read what proved to be a descrip- 


tion of me, which had been furnished at police headquar- 


‘ters, and a very accurate description it was. 
follows: | 
- “Height, 5 feet 11 


‘It read as 


inches 5 Weight, 175 pounds; black 


4 


hair; blue eyes. When last seen,” continued the descrip- ; 
tion, “he was wearing a blue serge suit of clothes, a white 
fedora hat, tan shoes, and a pearl gray undershirt about 
two sizes too small for him, stitched with pink silk 
thread.” | ae 

It is useless for me to add that I surrendered without 
further ado. But there was some consolation in the fact © 
that, although I was arrested, | awoke about this time, 
which was the only thing under the circumstances that 
would have saved me from spending the remainder of the — 
night in the “lock-up.” aM 


A Railroad Dream. 
_ (By Leon Zeglio, Galla, N. J.) 


One night when I was very tired I went to bed suited 
early and slept for quite a while when I began to dream. 
I thought I was on a railroad track, tied down, and a 
train was coming at full speed, and I could not get away. 

_ It seemed as if.I was bound to be run over by the train, | 
but just as the train was within an inch or so of me I woke © 
up, and was frightened. I was all in a sweat, but I-got. 
up, dressed, and went downstairs. After reading for a 
while I went back to bed and went to sleep. ) ’ 


_ 2 


Queer Chinese. he via 
(By Charles M. Glouner, Lancaster, Pa.) 


I was lying on a bed near a window. My back was to-: 
‘ward the window, but still I could see outside. . “ages 
_ It was getting dark, but I could dimly see a field of gray — 
“clover about three feet high with three men moving 
around in it. ae | ta 
. They were not much taller than the clover, and I 
~ thought they were Chinese. Vea 
One of them came close to the window, and said to 


/ 


miei: 
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i. ‘Would you like to pis a good view of mie?” 
“Yes,” I answered, ay. ee 
So | turned toward him, and suddenly a "green light 


enveloped the field, and where the man was I saw. nothing 


but a human skull. 
The light vanished and the man was in his place again. 
fe ‘Well, how do you like that?” he said. 
“It was all right, * T answered, “but I would like to see 


_ the whole body.” 


He agreed, and just as the green light came I awoke. 


The sun was shining through the window, and my father 
- was calling for me to get up. 





My True Dream. 


(By Tom Aurand, Allegheny City, Pa. ie 
Some time ago I dreamed I was crossing a dieu tate in 


- California, to a place called Santa Rosa, and I came across 
an old stone house, where a couple of old people lived, 
and, being tired and hungry, I knocked on the door and 
asked if they would sell me something to eat and a place 
to sleep, which they said they would. While waiting for 


my supper the old haggard man asked me to turn the . 
_ grindstone, and I said I would. 


So he took an old, rusty 


_ knife and we went to an old shed and started to grind the 


knife, and every once in a while he would look at me and 


| Say: 


- to the house and ate our supper. 
a bed. 


“Tt is getting pretty sharp.” 

_. At last it seemed to be sharp enough. Then we went 
Then they showed me to 
I was in an old room at the top of the house, and 


_ | thought I took my money to hide it, for I thought T had 
_ pockets full of gold and silver, when suddenly I heard the 


stairs squeaking and two old voices, one asking the other 


if he was sttre I was asleep, and then they would say, 


_ **Make no noise.’ 
the old man with the big knife I ground for him. 


’ Suddenly the door opened and in stepped 
He 


' made straight for my bed, drawing the big knife up to cut 
_my head off, as I thought, but instead there was a big side 
_ of bacon hanging above the bed, and, cutting a piece off 


» say: 


_tenseness of my boyish nature, 


they left the room. Just as they went out I heard mother 


“Tom, get up to breakfast.” Then I awoke. © 


’ All for the Love of Anna. 
(By Wm, Beale Neuer, Indianapolis, Ind.) 


Her name was Anna, and | loved her with all the in- 
In some manner my 
elder brother became aware of my infatuation, ‘and one 


evening jokingly threatened to steal her irom me, as he 


" 


expressed it. I hotly retorted that I would kill any one 


who would come between Anna and I, and with my broth- 


er’s mocking laugh still ringing in my ears, went upstairs 
to bed. I lay awake for a long time thinking what I 
would do if any one would come between her and I. The 


next thing I remember after going to sleep, was of seeing 


_ my brother standing beneath one of the shade trees in our 


—_ ~~ ft - 2 ’> 
So 


yard with Anna folded in loving embrace, while he was 


_ showering loving kisses upon her upturned face, which 


she earnestly returned. y heart seemed to burst into 


flames of hatred toward my brother and sweetheart at the 
“ sight, and, with a curse, I rushed to the house for some- 


of 


die to kill them with, I don’t remember how I procured 


. ; i 


them, or how I returned to where my brother and Anna 


was ‘standing, but the next thing I do. remember was of 


facing them with two keen-edged, long-bladed butcher 


knives in my hands, and was demanding him to take one 
and defend himself. This he refused to do, and I 
shouted : | 
‘Fight for your life, or I will kill you like a dog! 
“Then Ill die like a dog,” he seemed to reply: 
would sooner die than kill my brother.” 
“Then die!” I screamed, and, springing upon him, T 
bore him to the ground, and pinning his arms to his sides, 
1 deliberately cut his throat from ear to ear, and then 


1?? 


‘for I 


- springing to my feet, looked about for Anna to serve her 


the same way, when, what was my surprise to see standing 
there where she had stood, a big, burly policeman, with 
drawn revolver pointed at me, while in a stern ROLF he 
cried ; : 

“T arrest you for the mania of your brother,” 

In a moment the enormity of my crime flashed upon me, 
and with a wild ery I sank to my knees at my brother’s 
side, and, with heart-broken sobs, begged him to speak to 
me and tell me he was not dead; but the gruff voice of 


the officer cut in upon my sorrow. 


“Come, come, youngster, it’s too late to cry now, you 
did the deed, I saw you, and you'll hang for it,” and he 
seemed to grasp me by the collar and drag me to my feet. 
I gave a wild cry of grief and despair, and tried to pull 
away from him, when something gave me an awiul thump 
in the ribs, and a voice shouted in my ear. 

“What's the matter with you, kid, are you going daft : Ye 
| “Where am 1?” I sobbed. 

‘Right here i in bed, making as much fuss as a bull in a 
china closet.” | 


B “Is that you, Bob?” I whispered. 


“Of course, it’s me. Who in blazes did you think 


was?” | 
“Oh, Bob! I’m so glad. JI dreamed I had murdered 
you. Cut your throat from ear to ear,’ and I began sob- 


bing again. 
“That’s‘all right, Billy. You haven't, and I wouldn't 
let you if you tried. Just turn over and go to sleep.” 


I did so, hugging closely to him and putting my arms 
around him. I remained quiet for a while, thinking of 
my terrible dream, and then [| whispered, “Bob! ” 
| “What is it, kid?” 

“You can have Anna if you want her,” 

‘No, thanks; I’ve got a sweetheart of my own,” 


( and, 
with a glad sigh, I again went to sleep. 





A Dream of Danger. 
(By “Barron Hampton. ae 


Last August I dreamed that several companions and 
myself were in a freight yard, while they were shifting box 
cars. Three of the boys were under 2 car when, from 
where I was standing, I saw a puff of steam from the en- 
gine, and I yelled to them, but it was too late, for the 
engine started off so sudden that they had no time to get 
out, and one or two cars passed over them before the cars 


*were stopped. 


I cannot remember that either one was biti very ee 


& 
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but I pulled one out and the other two I did not see i ae 
during my dream. 

One had been.dead a year: in fact, he was drowned one 
year to the month of my dream, and it seems peculiar that 
I should dream of his being under the car and then not 


see him again, for he was one of the two boys that I 


missed in my dream. \ 





A Close Call. 
(By Floyd Howland, Marathon, Ny J.) 


I went to bed one night feeling very tired. I tossed 
_around for a while unable to sleep. After a while I fell 
asleep and had troubled dreams. I dreamed. as I was 
standing on a corner by the railroad track, I saw a train 
coming down the sidewalk. The train came on with great 
‘speed. I tried to move away, but could not stir. I tried 
to yell for help, but I could not utter a sound. The train 
came on, and at last hit me and sent me flying out in front. 

I landed on the track just ahead of the engine, and just 
as I felt the wheels going over me I woke up and found 


myself’in bed, with no traits near, but I was pretty well 


scared. 4 : 


"Almost Buried Alive. 
(By Karl Strowalter, Atlanta, Ga.) 


Here is my dream, which happened a few nights ago: 
I and a few friends were out hunting and we were 
crossing a field when a farmer shot in. the crowd and the 
bullet struck me in the back of my head. I didn’t feel any 
pain, but put my hand up to my head and felt the hole. 
We walked on a few yards and then I dropped and was 
thought to be dead, so the boys picked me up and carried 


me home, where I was prepared for burial and placed in, 


a coffin, and lay there and watched my old friends come 
and take a last farewell look. Finally the funeral started 
over to the cemetery and I tried to cry out but could not, 
and, as I was being let down into the grave, I gave a jump 
that landed me out in the middle of the floor, and you can 
bet I was greatly relieved to find it only a dream. 





“ A Hard Fight. 
(By Lewis Hamilton, Olneyville, R. I.) 

Now you want a good dream. Here is what I call a 
very extraordinary one: 

I was on the top of a stable—that I know—and was 
with four friends. One had an ax, another a knife, and 
the other two had pistols. I had nothing. We were 
going on a trip West. I stood by myself, thinking 
whether I should go or not.. 1 heard a scuffle behind 
me and looked around. I saw the four fighting. Two 
were on the roof fighting with their fists. "The other two 
were brothers. One had an ax, the other a knife. The 
fellow with the ax had it aloft to strike. I rushed at 
him, but was too slow to prevent it. The ax came down 
upon his brother’s head and sank it in about four inches, 
and he rolled over dead. I was sick at heart. 

His brother fell from a knife wound and lay there 
moaning. Then [ heard acry. I looked up. There the 
other two were within two inches of the edge of the roof. 


“God help them,” I said; and then they “toppled over,’ 
I stood there a moment » 


locked in each other’ Ss arms. 


® 
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alone. 


things. 


Then the wounded one got up. He came for me 4 
with the ax, and I shot out my right hand, which seemed _ 
lifeless from fright. It did not seem to bother him any. 
He struck me with the flat side of the ax on the head. 
I fell and lost my senses. When I came to I was on the - 
edge of the roof. I gave a big start and rolled over. 

As I rolled over the edge, I thought of a thousand . 
My blood ran cold, it was so natural. As I 
went over I caught hold of the edge of the roof. My | 





strength was leaving me, but I heard voices below, and la 
knew the police were around. , 

All of a sudden I saw the other fellow give a flying 
leap over my head to thé ground below. 

My fingers slipped, and down I went, over and over. — 
I fell every way, and just as I was going to strike the * 
ground, I woke up with a start. My hand was bleeding 
and I was breathing hard. 

During the day I was thinking whether it was true or _ 
not. At last I ran over to one of the fellows that I — 
dreamed about. I told him about it. He laughed so ~ 
much | was ashamed of myself. f 





A Curious Dream. 
(By Milton Harry Goodhand, Camden, N. J.) -~ 


One night not long ago some other fellows and myself _ 
were telling about dreams, and one fellow said he walked — 
in his sleep and | didn’t Helieve him, so when I went to: — 
bed I couldn’t help thinking of dreams. I couldn’t go to — 
sleep at first, but at least T dropped off in a sound sleep 
and [ also had a dream. I dreamed I was down the cellar — 
chopping wood, and all of a sudden I woke up and there I ~ 
was down the cellar sitting on the chopping-block and the — 
ax in my hand. I was almost frightened to death. I | 
don’t know yet how I got down there, but I do know how 
I got up, and you can bet I didn’t let any grass grow — 
under my feet getting there either. I was soon in bed — 
and asleep. | : 


Sa 





My Last Hunt. 
(By Lucien Humphrey, N. Cambridge, ssa 


Last night ‘I had a ery peculiar dream. It was as ~ 
follows: ta 
I went to a ffice one eich and did not get home till 

very late. I was very tired. I undressed myself and 
eot into bed. As soon as I fell asleep I began dreaming. 

I dreamed I was out hunting, when I came across four 
Indians. J crouched behind .a -tree, but they soon 
caught sight of me, and one of them fired at me. me 
missed ‘his aim, and I raised my rifle, the only weapon 
had, and fired. I hit him, but he did not fall. In an- 
other moment they all came bounding toward me. 
When I saw them I ran, but they soon caught me. They 
took me to a village, where I was to be burned alive. — 
They tied me to an ‘old stump about my height. As they . 
were going to touch a torch to the wood they had gath- 
ered, I woke up and was glad to find myself in bed and 
no Indians around me. | 
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(4) CURIOUS DREAM CONTEST 
ea : — ao 3 
a a OU all know what a success the last contest was. We propose to make this 
: | even bigger. LOOK AT THIS SPLENDID PRIZE OFFER 
i= ———————— 
: = frichifating an, EASTMAN BROWNIE CAMERA and a complete outfit for taking, 
3 4 developing and Pere photographs . 
4 


—e— 


CET INTO THIS CONTEST 
whether you were in the last or not. All you have to do is to pereeraber any 
Curious Dream you have ever had, write it in five hundred words, or less, and 
‘send it with the accompanying coupon, properly filled out, to 


BUFFALO BILL WEEKLY, Care of STREET & SMITH 
238 WILLIAM STREET, NEW YORK CITY 
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£q | are about th FINEST EVER GIVEN in acontest of this kind. The cameras 
5) are beauties—simple in operation and 
3 COE | hold cartridges with fi h for si 
| § hold cartridges with film enough for six 
3) | Buffalo Bill Dream Contest, No. 2 ge . : 
he a exposures without reloading. A car- 
Wa 8 | 
a8 tridge and a complete outfit, together 


with a book of instructions as to how 


to take and develop photographs go 





emer 


with each camera. 


lad, but you have 


succeeding events to his companion. 


“My! 
Sed + 
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( 80—Buffalo Bill’s Sure Shots ; or, Buck Dawson’s Big Draw. | ag a ) 








BUFFALO BILL STORIES | 


(WARGE Siz EB.) 
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‘Containing the Only Stories Authorized by Hon. WILLIAM F. CODY (“Buffalo Bir), 


52—Buffalo Bills Boy Pard; or, Training the Buckskin Boy. G:F 
53—Bulfalo Bill’s Vow of Vengeance; or, The Scout’s Boy Ally. .I Be 
54—Buffalo Bill and the Mad Hermit; or, Finding a Lost Trail. ae 
55—Buffalo Bill’s Bonanza; or, The Clan of the Silver Circle. ) ie 
56—Buffalo Bill’s Mascot; or The Mystery of Death Valiey. | 
57—Bufialo Bill and the Surgeon Scout; or, The Brave Dumb Messenger... f 
58—Buffalo Bill's Mysterious Trail; or, Tracking a Hidden Foe. - of 
59—Buffalo Bill and the Masked Hussar; or, Fighting the Prairie Pirates. * | 
sige Buffalo Bill’s Blind; or, Running the Death Gauntlet. ) e 

—Buifalo BillSand the Masked Driver: or. The Fatal Run Through Death | » ee 
Canyon. is 
§2—Buffalo Bill's Still Hunt; or, Fighting the Robber of the Kanges. of 

63—Bufialo Bill and the Red Riders; or, The Mad Driver of the Overlands. 4 

64—Buffalo Bill’s Dead-Shot Pard; or, The Will-o’-the-Wisp of the Trails. ' 


65—Bufialo BilPs Run-Down; or, The Red-Hand Renegade’s Death. 
66—Buffato Bill’s Red Trail; or, A Kace for Ranson. 


67—Buffalo Bill’s Best Bower; or, Calling the Turn on Death Notch Dick, 
68—Buffalo Bill and the Gold Ghouls; or, Defying Death at Elephant Rock. 
69—Buffalo Bills Spy Shadower; or, The Hermit of Grand Canyon. 
70—Buffalo Bill’s Secret Camp; or, Trailing the Cloven Hoofs. 
71—Buffalo Bill's Sweepstake; or, Hunting the Paradise Gold Mine. . J 
72—Buffalo Bill and the Black Heart Desperado; or, The Wipe-Out at Last bo 
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Chance. ¢ 
73—Buffalo Bill’s Death Charm; or, The Lady in Velvet. e 
74—Buffalo Bill’s Desperate Siraeny:: ; or, The Mystery of the Cliff. a 
75—Buffalo Bill and the Black Mask; or, The Raffle of Death. 05 an 


76—Bufialo Bill’s Road Agent Round-Up; or, Panther Pete’s Revenge. 

77—Buffalo Bill and the Renegade Queen; or, Deadly Hand’s Strange Duel, 
78—Buffalo Bill's Buckskin Band; or, Forcing the Redskins to the Wall. po 

79—Buffalo Bill's Decoy Boys; or, The Death Rivals of the Big Horn. © © fae 
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Back numbers always on hand. if you cannot get them Bom your newsdealer, ee cents a OPTS 
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will iat them to you, by mail, postpaid. 


STREET & iT. Publishers, 


Se SSS WILLIAM St. NEW YORE orrw. 





